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ABSTRACT 


In an unspecified town, at an indefinite time, two 
people, a young man and a girl, meet and fall in love. This 
novel records the young man's view of the development and end 
Gretel a ale, pono tlierer reets, at had, on hie life. In. the 
course of his recollections he is forced to consider the 
nature of time, of writing and of memory, not abstractly but 
as they affect his life. 

The title of the novel is drawn from Eighteenth- 
Century dramatic jargon: an afterpiece was a short, usually 


farcial, entertainment played after the main production. 








Since I left you my life has been sick through and 
through. Then I thought it only an incident in the sequence 
I called myself, a moment in becoming the person for whom 
it would be no more than a moment, justified as one to the 
next in going. A cat crushed under moving wheéls becomes 
DaGenomethegcoad but im ayclose room it. dies for ever, 
everywhere. it lett vou two bleak years qo and am leaving 
you still, more of me AOWCTan you ever were then. The 
smell of decay is stronger than sweat and harder to hide. 

For this is not you, my love. The sweet stink in 
my life is nothing of you then or ever. Memory parodies, 
Not preserves the past, for as lived it was not past but 
present. It was that present that was whole and real and 
these memories a mockery of it. 

I have done everything I could. Stopped writing to 
you, that running sore, moved to another town, taken in 
another girl to tickle my balls.: And Ai a dream flight 
with no steps taken. The soft belches come up, nothing 
impolite of course, no improper hysteria, up from all this 
undigested, indigestible cud I have made of our life together. 
Tiismisedesperatcvon, since. I know no other way, a finger 
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A 
Te eoonimeriacepresentwena this, to renew that feeling’ of 
being in time, of being moved, being happened, to make that 
present this and from there step not into my past, but into 
ine Lucure which has eluded me for so long. Perhaps it is 
impossible, lying so deep, carried everywhere the blood goes, 
but to clear out the dead summer haze that has settled on 
our, our, past and shows us as sad doomed figures ina 
Sepia print, meo Cleam away all thi swsweet sentimental filth 
and, at ase, Now, wdOwvOle Justice, you, dint that loved jet 


think you see and are on my Side. 
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Today the sea is heavy and level as sodden cloth. 
It moves slowly, folding and refolding. Thin snowflakes 
Gritteagainst the glass and move into the rounded shape of 
Water. sometimes I think “itjas only tthe town to blame; if 
I could understand that the rest would clear, a simple tale 
of love with a beginning, a middle and an end. Certainly 
the town qualified everything, this town where you picked me 
up and I laid you down and then mislaid you, where I spent 
ayvear in misery and slettwonly to return, co losejmyself£ 
again in these crippled streets in the hope of meeting my- 
self coming the other way, two years younger and wiser. 

Leese ancOwnmu tout anrooL, where halt sbie sstreets 
lead only to the sea, where the winter sun empties the air, 
where I, coming from a dull damp land where we have always 
the cloud over our heads, was left out in the open. Where 
Halt the town isiwatér there is no rest. The slow hills I 
knew held any bundle of preoccupations gently, you could 
count on them. But the sea is another, it thrusts its moods 
upon you and in the vastness of that horizon, just beyond 
the window, everything I had assumed thinned and spread and 
Vanished. i had to start again, crippled by the scars where 


assumptions were torn away, exposed under the clinical sun 
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4 
to the restless presence of the sea, to learn how to get by. 

Tf there asa beginning it is here, where I hope 
Piesencewmnl leave like ic, Clean. “For these*cut glass streets 
Tratecoe: tt ponca my flestiwat first breed no germs, the 
facets of Gur life they retract are pure as the light and 
fies, Oa e riley Ccaise 1] simple loss. “The rot) 4aslelse- 
where, this much clear. 

Tewas  cOlng tO way therstreets. are. full of (you, but 
they are not, nor of anything... But you ‘constantly surprise 
me, some flake of you that has waited for months, ever since 
the day you’ shed it in passing, for the precise combination 
Gfmeavours, oO Llame Up Derore my “eyes. Only this after- 
noon you suddenly sat reading in a big armchair, book open on 
your knees, bent over it, and with one huge bite demolished 
Holt wameapple. Only 2 could not see you properly, could 
not go over and palm the grain of your brown hair, have you 
look up surprised as always and taste the juice on your 
lips. Only rub my stupid eyes and stare through at a jar 
of real chunky cut marmalade. This is getting me nowhere, 
but at such moments, with you again for a moment, I am no 
longer sure where I want to get. If we realized at each 
moment that each moment could come to this, would we not 
stand still and alone, afraid to move? 

A knock at my heart, but fies ond yrner, tired Dut 
braoghnt. "lne (siops were saekeds" forgot her bag, could have 


got a carrier but forgot to ask while she was still in the 
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queue. Well how about that. She crams packets and tins 
into the cupboard, goodies to stuff us up like battery hens. 
Why do I think of her in this stilted jokey way? Is it her 
failing or my own? Perhaps I simply refuse to risk letting 
out my feelings to any more tenants. It would be ridiculous 
if I were to stop breathing for a minute one day, thinking 
of her eating an apple. Though why more ridiculous than 

the other? Because it was you, it was you. 

All that first wasted autumn and winter, that can 
go. Bitter walks along the promenade, cheese wrapped up in 
slices of death's bread loaf, maniac evenings of how you 
Save tunewitn the otner lodgers, my provincial mind curling 
at the edges, hours spent gazing from my high window at the 
people who contrived to live in this no man's. town. . Pos= 
sibly in all this there is somewhere a unique worth sorting 
out of the dreary vicious circles of hopelessness, but what 
troubles me now is something subtler, for which this brucality 
was only a softening up, as usual vastly.overdone. 

I saw you from time to time during these months, 
recognized you quickly and passed on with my head well down, 
protection against blows to the eye. You having been a class 
older than me at school, any thoughts I had of you were in 
terms of that caste system, of that you who had gone Cito 
study in the big city while I was still masturbating my way 
through my final year. Home on holiday once you had called 


to see me. Amazed by your sudden metamorphosis from a 





stocky senior covered in knees and chasing hockey balls, to 
a queer soft young woman, and by your light talk of the life 
I conceived as passionately as a saint dying, I no doubt 
Sameceacciinga  -of trrcky words Jike really and of course. 
And now, awakening to find myself wronged and wrong, when I 
recalled your casual manner you became truly unreachable. 
Anyone who could not only survive but thrive in that fudge 
I was clammed up in became part of all that was against me. 
It seemed I had come to the end of myself. Quitting 
school with no desire for any more theory or education I had 
icoked™ (ora olacemn which) CO pecin my Tite, andgarter “a 
long wandering summer ended up in the town of which you had 
spoken so excitedly. My one natural gift, an ease in music, 
got me a job vamping the piano in a pub trio, I found lodg- 
ings and was ready to begin. Only the beginning was mis- 
sing, which I could not fix. I had assumed without thought 
that if I provided the circumstances these would automati- 
cally precipitate the action, action still deliciously 
vague, the unpremeditated real life that would simply hap- 
pen to me. I was rubbed through a number of raw moments, 
retusal and rejection, the old story, until the short 
season ended and my job with it, people dispersed and the 
town closed its jaws tight. I made up by borrowing a suit 
from the man next door and giving lessons cut price, but 
something more important had haba with the summer. My 


eyes had grown tired, and only a dismal belief that leaving 
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7 
could solve no such problems kept me in the town to which, 
in the height of my spring, they had led me. 

When you returned, fresh from your holidays, I met 
you occasionally in the street, even spoke to you once. 
You were kind and invited me round for coffee, but I said 
no, though it meant spending another useless evening in the 
cold cistern of my boarding house. Your pleasant open smile 
depressed me and sent me scurrying back into myself to 
question the hard knot I was. You were of the town as much 
as. 1,-yet were not crushed, seemed even to enjoy iat. Where 
was the fault in me? The more I saw you the less I could 
believe the town to blame, its squat brute mug moving under 
your light eyes into a smile that was your own and left me 
with no provocation for my grim act. For years I had 
shouted for freedom and room to grow. If this were really 
it, as you seemed to say in every glance and quick smile, 
then my dreams had been hollow all along, being no more. 
The reality I could not take, proven inadequate for the 
life I had thought my own. 

It is cheap comfort to condescend to the past, able 
to see all round a situation which we once were. If I 
seem too slick in passing judgement on tiisotines a. Dit 
quick with my explanations, it is only because I know that 
I shall soon have to enter on all those months in which 
nothing 4is,.clear and any word rings whole changes on the 
meaning. The code of one is easy to decipher, but toss in 


another unknown and only idiots and egotists can read. So 
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justeceuverlevelarvtyebefore thesfog sets an,\ that’ fog I 
love and which is choking me. For although my or your 
private problems are ultimately straightforward, it is 
surely only because they are ultimately sterile. All 
these anguished testaments by heads locked up in dragsville 
the better to find themselves or not as the case may be, 
what nonsense really. To put a pea ina thimble, stare 

at it, steel oneself to lift the thimble and then announce 
in implacably expressionless tones, there is only one pea. 
Those who blow their minds find they condense in a prism 
through which everything is ordered. When the sea is dull 
my, mind: follows; when itr fares@and spumes®rhen i teel?there 
Us» invention intthe-world.] So™leave me*my*’ thumb rule-to 
see it through quickly, to leave this solitary and sickly 
Pondering Lor*theyconiusion of ‘ours loving, *to? leavevit, at 
last, Ore anocner=such) win the Piesh se aimethais*dancevo£t an 
empty head and walk again down the street, hear again the 
piece of music that has been humming in your brain, hear 
it perfectly and with all the odd accidentals you could 
never quite capture’ and which’ made it a real thing of life, 
Similar and yet so different to your beerhouse song. 

It was in November, taking a bus home from the 
Suction etiate ie tarstemet you and’ Peter together.) You 
invited me around to dinner the following evening, he in- 
sistently until I agreed. aL Hae realized of course that 
after avyear) there’ you would hardly be left single, but I 


had no idea who you went with. What did it matter to me? 
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9 
As te recurned out IT *neverygot a*clear*view of this’ Peter, 
except that he evidently saw himself as an intellectual, 
but he is not very important here, a sort of accessary 
before the fact. ~ I suppose’ you are saying that now ‘about 
me, casting back a glance at the path running to meet you. 
Yournave *the reight’ to say anything “love, anything. "Or, do 
you perhaps wonder too about those valleys where it, was 
it warmer? 

AGYErrst hones 1 yerert notching but adm ratwou Lor 
the pair of you. Having found the unfamiliar street, the 
house, climbed the dark clatter of stairs sprung with 
lights lasting two ae ee suddenly to be welcomed into a 
nest of warmth and light-to find you “both with “a crowd” of 
your friends. It was the realization of every wish I had 
ever had. The tight and owned room, the casual group, the 
light banter about carrots and salt between a man and a 
gic iabiesto téave *abhl’the rest safely unspoken. More than 
ever I felt the precise nature of my failure, and when on 
top of this your people seemed pleasant and unsuperior all 
my oldtricks Lert me... ‘What remained now ‘to’ account for 
the’ months of ‘pall but’ this self, this pallor that I was? 

And then a miracle happened, I saw the act not com- 
plete betray its working. In this tight integrity of 
others, this hopeless achieved otherness, I saw a split 
open before my eyes, one only, but such as forced every- 


thing back into the present, the present which no telling 
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can ever exhaust. Briefly it became clear to me that 
Peter's frequent use of the conjugal we was not simply the 
Watiral expression OL a Unity OL two I knew I could never 
achieve. It was the expression of a unity that could never 
exist, except in so far as he was trying to create it by 
assuming its presence. To say we are going to a film to- 
Morrow is One thing, but to use we in a grand future. tense, 
Weowtl il perstayingern LoS Country, we shall probably be 
settling down in a couple of years, this was not to say we 
DUtmtOesay © in theppo.ural. 

Perhaps you too had a time love, when we were younger, 
more than just itself, ay gesuae reeds (rome haying Loviry soo 
Ward) becatsce of the brilizant tuture we perceived through 
MEW a peeccent surzused With that Light, worn thin with that 
light, so that there was no waning but only a continual and 
breatiiess ovvingsaway.8 As afvall the materials were there 
and it needed only certain adjustments, a settled hush and 
no coughing, for us to live with the richness we found so 
conspicuous in its absence, a depth denied, a missing link 
we surprised everywhere as a lack in life and supplied in 
In gieing 1t secom aruture perfect in that quality. 

And now it all appeared again, seen corridors 
opening from that single split down endless ways of life 
not used but one, and that leading, somehow or other, to 


CitcMraioiic cies saGor, this room in which I am sitting 
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now, closeted again with a present past. Where is the 
SOuLcCeLOL tat) vision that can, as no despair, crack the 
complacency of the sufficient moment? 

Nor was this only myself. One of your friends 
actually made a light joke about the overworked we, from 
the shelter of his innocent glasses. Peter hovered a mo- 
ment in silence, bad taste, nastiness, nastiness. And 
how Strong a taste your silence left as he beat the talk 
around to politics and civil disobedience but could not 
plug up that leak in the evening, nor obstruct the view I 
had through it that .there was more here than caught the 
eye, that even in this alien town others did not always live 
up to the size of their seeming, that it was in the spell 
of your silence that I first thought of loving you and 
knew that I would love you, and in that knowledge was 
PeGiane ns Vehbhe Geterm Aka 

But the sense, the joy, the plashing like a pigeon 
on a branch too thick with leaf, all that was mine. I 
might even risk saying it was yours. I certainly thought 
so then, and in spite of all that has happened, yes in spite 
of that it was better you should have left him. But for me? 
Who can know that, you cannot now have done any other, you 
can never not be the person who lived with me and shared bed 
and breakfast, head and heart from that January a year and 
more to July. 

I no longer remember how the rest of that evening 


went by, or when it was we discovered that we were both 
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12 
flying home for Christmas, and whether we arranged or if 
with one of those wild leaps, advance to Go, which fate 
distributes in handfuls when in the mood, it turned out 
that we had booked on the same flight. What I do remember, 
with the nutmeg smell of drowsy happiness, is the smile of 
conspiracy you gave me as) I left that little? soirée and 
walked ran danced and dived down the stairs and out to 
the night no longer windy but full of wind. 

NOPCOUDE U LNOUCTIC™ OLeyOuU Chen puUCceLt wase 00 lds 
Have Since.-"-l"nad "Lo be taugnt-'toy think Of GQ person. “Then 
you were only a weakness in the walls surrounding me, a 
possiblity that cal ted eae hie iy questions = foie ask 
Homsometii no tor Ook LoLWwara, Los tO SCOp Mer trying) CO stare 
out my surroundings and looking back with fond eyes. 

We arranged to meet at the terminal. You were 
Wate sccainiess ‘tones announced the departure of flight 
you and me. I went for a slash and returning up the 
sliding stairway saw you revealed head body legs, looking 
around "for something wost. A huge parcelled ‘picture “under 
your arm, your fingers holding the string bent, your white 
Macintosh. § Trusting, me not’ to’ go on Baers you arrived. 
ites vou cuLe Lt Cine. 

It was like a film, my words, my studied coolness. 
All along, with my longing to be home again, with the sim- 
ple pleasure at being with you where people saw not me but 


us, all along I was thinking this is it, the break you've 
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asheastonmrsoronten. alpon't waste lit ,edon bowaste siti 

There is something curiously unreal about all this, 
something unsatisfying. I stood outside myself and talked, 
sat beside myself and judged the effect. In the plane you 
were sick and I comforted you, touched you for the first 
time and considered how far the effect of my kindness on 
your debility was®*likély ito advance my causes thanks I 
even had time for a fantasy about the plane crashing and 
me carrying you alive and grateful from the burning wreck- 
age. MeDeshouldn' tthe atvall@strprised. amit wastalligoing 
attonces the urgency ofemyynéeed to get’ hoidiofeyouy’ take 
VOULsateeClionaunoad few hours, together with a dispassionate 
consideration of you as a thing to be manipulated to this 
end, all coloured with a distant and hopeless desire for 
your body) ihe pllotithickensprebutebasicallytthe mixture 
is as before. What troubles me now is not here, except 
that part of it which is everywhere, the pain that this 
bracing tension of possibilities should have resolved it- 
self, now, completely. What I seek is the root of those 
that still twitch, uselessly, with no hope of the real raw 
fact, the sudden appearance as flesh, that gave these their 
value and point. 

Mhatechristings Haslet tolsttieitracevot you. ni 
was back in my element, breathing my own air, and your 
stature decreased with need. Although I still cared enough 


to feel dully that you must certainly be fed up with my 
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14 
shoddy aimlessness after a mumbling evening we spent in 
somemsaloonibar,;gat was not for loss of you but of that 
exciting set of dreamed lives I had promised myself a 
choice among when we returned after the holidays. That I 
regretted, only wanted it not then but kept nicely warm 
for my bleak tomorrow. Then I had other pleasures. 

I owe you an account of them, have long owed it, 
but what I kept from telling you in live words then, how 
Canal KnockeyXt upnimewriting nower ,lethinkethere iseonly 
one moment when it all becomes clear, and it is this the 
man strains to say, face contorted, at the moment of death. 
BuLsethoughalscannot describe them, I can describe their 
effectskainashort, Iwwaskazterpan idealhwoman;marsoul 
Wate, aespicituabetuck. gel cannotnetiordytogbesas scathing 
as I would like about this, for one eye is still searching. 
Butsintpractice (I have,lJearnt to,convert!these dreams into 
personal hard cash and stop confusing my belief in that 
dimension with its visual metaphors, irregular features, 
eyes that look back, an uncertain mouth. And anyway there 
is something a bit sickening about the prospect of two 
lovers living entwined in eternal oneness, isn't there? It 
converts at once, faced with half etre of margarine, to 
awpromanticwengravings . Thoughion another level the thing 
ise Shull bethese p,fasethough pit Oe tance really an emanation 
of this life but the echo of another. Anyway these days, 


faced-with,a.girl of that peculiar melting ambiguity of 
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expression I .at once imagine her having a period, stuffing 
tampons up her cunt. 

But at that time I constantly fluctuated between this 
scenesand that, theeworld yaround holidingfits breath asf 
ae vany. Momentvethe fusion *mignt) occur secAnd Athere pwere 
moments, only snapshots, and seen from the right angle in 
a certainvlight,; when it seemed it'had.) Onesof them. ‘that 
holiday. The details are banal without the phosphorescence 
which. I cannot convey. Cold house, snowy day, a peculiar 
girl, a door opened suddenly on a view of mist, a few 
words, a glance sideways. Yes, it's a bit some enchanted 
evening and I can hear your richechucklent ' YouSlockedtanad 
she looked and you just knew that somewhere sometime some- 
Hew. MAVosPebUl now Us, noLeusy@ Anyway). thisicasbea speik 
over the rest of those weeks, a spell others could not 
break into. And in a way, by strengthening my hopes, it 
cast its memory over all that followed, even our best time. 
For I always secretly and deeply longed for the film of 
which that moment had been a frame, and whatever else you 
might give me you could never give me that, as indeed, now 
I see, could anyone else. This longing used many disguises, 
but eventually settled to that itch to live abroad which, 
by a long winding way, undermined everything weetdiadinsl 
am not saying of course that we were finished from the 
VWonupgoye buLy. teisetrue. thattour loveslackedva"roof, like 


the town in which it lived, because of my failure to under- 
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16 
stand until»it was all over thewlesson you have really 
taughtume ,ethat although» simple -humanscontact canonéever 
replace the other, it is no way inferior in depth or values 
of its own. My love for you was always provisional, and 
yet it was just this that gave itwfreedom and fluidity, 
itsuunigue £lavourwand one Itwill never recapture: 

Now I don't give at all, can't, yet am always tor- 
mented by the possibility of another such flaw in the wall. 
Where is it? 

She doesn't seem to mind though. Of course she is 
probably playing the same game with me. Oh we're a very 
modern couple and believe in disengagement before marriage. 
She wears me in the street like a new ring, while I take 
herniwithemestosthespubstogprovegi émrnotyqueer.stSeettellas, 
iamayebetaiiirerent buteh mesimiban.g@ySometimestinthinkys 
Rhaveenomdealwhat Limitalking about, bthatvallathiseprocession 
of words is*simply a dance in the corner, the attempted 
dequecion ob anlosencivilizaritonatromytwoudry bonesaandma 
cracked saucer. In the course of one of the halfhearted 
affains Ihhadsaiterhyou Left taegirbesaid ;sexplainingewhy 
she.had leched up to me at a party the previous night and 
Wanted monesnow, TGhope youldonkt thinkyieadidsthatejust to 
make John jealous, a possibility I had never even considered 
and whose implications ;shopediI didn't think» because; that 
was precisely the case, leapt up and startled me to silence. 


Perhaps that is true of this too, and all my windy goings 
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by 
about are thorough but equally meaningless. But then that 
mon POM Oba LeCtACcNeim values: which isnot thoimecordinn all 
its manyfaceted whatnot an experience? shared? by two? 
people whose lives? touched? for a time?? but to save my 
own life from itself. I want only to deal with those pieces 
of tus that litter my view. Those I am ignorant of, and 
they must be many, are thank God none of my business. So 
laugh if you like at my purblind memory, I only wish it 
were altogether put out and I could do no more than feel 
what I feel, now. 

Backs in ithe trismy) towneieicangwiup, embarrassed) and 
hesitant, and arranged to come round for coffee or tea or 
anything but you. Where had we left it? You smiling in 
your unconcerned way and driving off down the street which 
must be full) of my youth as an old eye, me sitting in your 
large empty house being dribbled on by your large empty 
cat, a letter, quiet but signed with love over your name. 
How was I to know this was only a lazy habit? It gave me 
phemourss tomwr te) youMoverim=azretunrn. WAI wasiscincum= 
stance, the right thing for the wrong reasons, undone with- 
out. | 

My ICOUrSeNLuO ies house was sweaty and staggered. 

For the first time I had to face you uncompromisingly. 
Till now I had left much unsaid and all undone pending a 
time that was here, and I was badly scared at the prospect 


of having to give birth to the future I had so long ex- 
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pected. The chances of going wrong were paralysing. Say 
what you like in advance, think it all out, take as long 
asi yolmeli key; talinyour life ,estidd -chere 2as,one moment 
when for my part I am completely lost, the moment blinds 
me, the tension of it saying let's see you do it and 
thinkwingeyesmihis 2S it, I must act, this is where Ido it, 
this is wheat ob'm thene for Assays yes bute tei s.gone,. Licantt 
see it any more, there is no connection with that cup and 
thus ickgacetie -ranythandyea momentagonemeres, ach ystep 
leading clean over and everywhere. It's not me anymore, 
I'm not theres “And then-atterwards, sthen .Jm,-there ,all 
right, tand: havewto sive with a filthy mess I don't under- 
sisand sewhi Chan simot soGemymaking.. ‘fom they aameclears «as 
Sooneas Iibmealone: agaan,, W can see it sll, straight and 
easy, and spoilt by my twisted sight. 

We were sitting on the bed. I cannot remember what 
I was saying, nor would I jwant to for it will have been 
Comemerash about «love. sain wthatwstace of, labour) knew,,only 
one course then, to speak generally of what I was feeling 
too specifically to make sense of. Spoken generally in 
the hope that one might induce action ina given direction 
by discussing exhaustively its possibilities. For else there 
is only the banal loaded chat I cannot, will not make, no 
doubt surrounding the point but for me deafened by the 
words unsaid, please take off your clothes and lie down here 


baesiadesme, Lathink you're beautiful.» Which,leads »nowhere 
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19 
i ete nivorrrtedeite “People, torsaii they sang 
pretty songs, are dull at heart, and it is no use praising 
a sweet? cunt’ forsher-one* unique’ giit; + a* body whose horizons 
transcend’ the four walls ‘of her white tiled mind,’ no you 
must respect her for that before she'will let you into her 
brimming beauty. 

But asPikt taking= in atlvarglancermy vicLous'circle, 
you did the one thing that no girl had ever had the courage 
or the grace to do before. You cut through five degrees of 
requalified counter affirmative hypothetical ramifications 
onethernature ofmlove sand pute your arms’ around mevwithea 
moan that opened and freed, a break of feeling, a heart 
attack. And that moan was love, love you were, was you, 
love. Somewhere aural I can find in me feelings and 
thoughts worthy of a human being, if I have to drag them 
from the sneaky laughing huddle and crucify them on the 
page with words to have them there. I have inspired spon- 
taneous affection in another person, that is the major 
PremVss Of my Sickness. **if*even=that- isto go-it"is alla 
Pasty ssdrCevand No;s=iteis=noet all. a’nasty farce, “only™’the 
strange disintegration of a word (Boeke at? too closely. 
Take what you like but there is order there and I will have 
LepeoL ecuiusaway cic Pacts tilly Ll dot “Fror*ihe facts’ are not 
PisOceaiwmeoloeam elit ecOthar OLeLiecm= Can strangie.* The 
facts say doubt this, doubt that, everything is possible, 
but it is only a deception to hide the order that right 


or wrong, true or false, you know is there and which you 
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20 
have chosen and which will master you unless you find it 
and show it. 

How boring all this has become, all of a sudden. 
Outside it is a fine January afternoon, three years to the 
days team thinking of, when the chain reaction of our 
kisses began. It is .dulling, that reminder, three years, 

a time too short to be submerged as past, no obstacle 
between to impair my view of it, yet as irrevocably passed 
as if we were both dead. I do not want us to die, would, 
since we must, give us a decent burial, and yet that is in- 
tent upon the dying which sickens me. What I hold out my 
Hhandseforvis elite late that comes noe. copbury tiespast 

but to raise itself, inspired, upon its heaped and still 
Warm castlalties. The paradox is that 1 must paintully 
recreate iVyeLOVes foi NOUN EOrder snOLeLOnhaves LOM Lover you, 
scrape off the scum of you that has settled on everything, 
bury “you, properly ,and to that end stay.indoors and perform 
the few rites I know that help the dead to die and we, the 
Divi ecOul Vc weal Ie Lhis a lamusteremember, .  tyasedisturbing 
HOmLOnGcrMLOsDemaDlece lOmCCUSLJany instinct, (LoOlhave to 

watch oneself live, in this country not surficiently foreign. 

Before I left that afternoon I asked you to come 
BougOmiOumyehideouselitile room, not really believing.even 
yet that you could mean what your gestures implied. All 
the long dreary weeks I had sat there, sending not to ask 


for whom the bell tolled since I knew very well it was not 
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for me. No I did not dare believe you would appear, or 
take any credit against event. You had said you would 
try and get round some time in the next’ few days, you 
could not be more definite, you needed time to think things 
Out. 

Those days stretched to four, and each one a 
separate hurt. While I often overlook in my good times the 
component that memory will choose, I rarely miss much when 
it comes to exploring all the possibilities of despair. 
Each one of those evenings I sat tight in that room and 
Stared at the wallpaper, an irritating design which seemed 
always about to reveal some pactvern, te only ane could see 
a Tittle *more.” I litYanother cigarette’ and listened) to 
the silence which had begun to sag like an overstretched 
drumskin. 

Tier bellerangeouL on tice 1anding, a door*opened: to 
release voices and feet running down the stairs, a muffled 
conversation below while in my room a tough fly which had 
survived so much winter crawled the wall a few inches and 
stopped. A door slammed, voices turned the» corner, the 
flash boy of the house returning upstairs with Aaa aeeeee 
Dre Ot nack.s =i breathed out and’ considered’ that’ the fact 
Cr ene peli having just rung did not theoretically arfect 
the odds on you ringing it the next moment. Now, or now, 
or even now. But by the third’ night it was becoming clear 


to me that you were not really trying to get away, rather 
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a2 
trying to think up some easy way of breaking the news to 
me. After all, you had been with Peter for over a year 
now, it was ridiculous to think that you would throw over 
that, for what? The sort of well meant dribble I had been 
talking? I could see very easily what had happened. You 
two had been around together long enough to take each other 
too much for granted. You had been wanting a break for 
some time. I had come along, and by the association with 
another world and my own superficial attractions had for 
the time beguiled you, but increased acquaintance with my 
real qualities had been disillusioning and you had opted 
for the unsensational values of a relationship of maturity 
and depth, to which you would return with added insight 
and new understanding. 

The bell rung again, just as I was getting into bed. 
Lecreptstouthe: doortandsopenediit a splait.))i Feet, voices, 
the front door slammed. I stood without myself, trying to 
divide the footsteps in two. A voice called, stupid bitch, 
I told her to fuck off last time but she keeps coming 
backsy Asdoor clicked. »sMinetshutawithinossound. 

I have never gone gentle into The goodnight, loathing 
the prospect of leaving the world as much as I do the fact 
of rejoining it the next morning. It is bad enough when 
there are things doing, but the oui Gti low when there is 
nothing to do but sleep, when waking life has broken all 


its promises, reminding one quietly that it never promised 
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to keepathem-4, 1etuened outetherbight’ 

That sudden hug you gave me? Easy enough, a wash 
of pity for my feebleness, my vulnerability, a compensation 
for what you would no doubt have liked to be able to feel, 
but did not. Easy enough. His bark was always better than 
Hissbartesc 

The next day having in its literal way dawned I 
considered how best to -cut short this absurd anticipation. 
But while I knew that otherwise I would only have another 
evening of seizures every time the prick went down to 
audition the latest partner for his turn, I knew equally 
that my pride would not let me go and *seé you unless you 
came to see me first, in which case etc. I finally decided 
tougceandiwateh antepic filmprallibloodvand conn;.leavang 
you to arrive with your false apologies to an empty room, 
to a busy man not at home, with a life of his own to lead 
and no time to sit around waiting for some girl he had 
never taken seriously anyway. I was just shaving when the 
bell rang and I would like to thank the inventor of the 
safety razor. Footsteps went down, voices came up, foot- 
steps followed them, up the impossible final flight to my 
door, which opened. The stallion stcod there and announced 
with an amused and curious smirk that there was this bird 
wanting to see me. Send her, I replied full of cool, up. 


He nodded and went away. I had joined the scene. 
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A knock, come in. You appeared in the doorway, 
white raincoat, green dress, fawn sweater, swaying hair, 
bright eyes, firm flesh, more real than anything that 
hideous house had ever seen or had any right to see. I 
towelled myself unconcerned, put on my shirt and waited, 
trying to find the right words to say. But it seemed that 
the trench between us, to me so huge and forbidding pre- 
sumptiony was £orSyou onlyowhateinttactlitiuwas) “four tdays. 
You had little patience with my questions why you had not 
come, and faced with your actual presence there in the room 
Litoovbegan  tovyaccept whatVasmoment berore®hadV@ecemed’ the 
longest wait in my life, so utterly enthralled was I by 
your being there in that place consecrated to depression 
and despair, as a trout glimpsed ina gummy cCatialte You 
moved in the'room, and it became just a room. You looked 
out of the window and it became something to look out of. 
fT hardly “took in! whatYyouvwere saying! “Seen Peter, told 
him, very cut up, you had been confused, right thing, you, 
me, him, me, you. Me. You were saying you had chosen me. 
You stopped and looked around, vaguely. I went over and 
Goucnheasyour Shoulder,-bent Over? your selede stint haltitex— 
pecting you EOReurn Sromemeeinvdisgust. But your mouth 
took to mine and stayed there, and when I paused to check 
your face you made only a helpless sound in your throat and 


drew me back. 
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Forgive me for spending time here, love, but in 
reliving this I see that it is one of those very few high- 
water marks we have to look back at afterwards and say, 
thats) Dossible™for 2t happened then, whatever happens to 
me now that cannot be denied, and a life where such things 
are possible cannot be altogether cheap. 

When it grew dark we left the room to walk back to 
yours. 8'On* the Landing “aldoorm opened; curious; eyes showed". 
Outside it was calcine cold, the shop windows we passed 
were bright, I put my arm around you and began trying to 
walk comfortably so, a thing I never quite managed. 

Ts the key to much WE mMotveverything: howlan, my 
mind is limited and determined by mood alone. I who a few 
hours before had felt that nothing waited between me and 
Suicide except the act with its absurd detail, now I was suf- 
fused with the wild confidence conferred on me simply by 
being wanted, simply by having the weight of that to throw in 
when the scales were on tilt. And with the blindness that has 
caused me so much pain I leapt from one absolute to another. 
When I despaired I was despicable, now I exulted no one could 
reach me, the dead man could never be PEN eG the reborn 
nevermsicken. WiNever id’ at occur ‘to mMelsthat this) happiness 
you had not given but lent. You I hardly considered except 
as the faceless agent of my good fortune so long overdue. 


And when I’ did it was disparagingly. From the height of my 
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26 
proper dignity I gazed down and noted the ways in which you 
fell short of my ideal companion, who was of course waiting 
round any corner, ready to welcome with open arms the new 
and magnificent me. I remarked your triteness of speech, 
your lack of insight, your inability to appreciate the depths 
of my suffering, also a few physical blemishes, face a little 
too common, you hair perhaps too short, a neat rather than 
ample tbosompugoodyvylegsethough. dmsummedaup byl thinking, 1 
remember this, remember it clearly, thinking that you were 
Cevtainbyenotraagiulstotoccupyemyrsideatormvery Longe but 
would do to keep me company while I looked round for a_better. 

That evening you told me about things, slices of 
you cut coarse. That you and Peter had been breaking up 
anyway, before the holidays, that he had decided it might 
se ter ee to part for a few months, to see how organic the 
relationship was. I broke into howls of laughter at this 
and suggested that perhaps we should at once separate for 
seven years, to make sure we were really suited to one 
another, and you joined in the laughter. It seemed some 
last link was. broken. But the way you said Peter and I, 
though no more than habit, sobered me with its reminder of 
the very dead weight of your time with him. I could never 
imagine you using my name in such a phrase. 

Later on I realized how late it was, after the last 
bus, and began to groan about the long cold walk back and the 
dismal prospect of my room. You could stay here if you like. 


A moment of still as yet another fat wall collapsed. And 
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27 
theneztrbecame quitesnatural that you, should invite me:to 
sleep with you, you who had already shown yourself tuned 
BHather@tortheuspcedaofimysthoughtathanftosumy idea ofwhow 
people behaved. Ever since I met you my theme had been a 
flabby philosophy of love, half digested gobbets from a pack 
of books, wordy patterns whose beauty I admired and nowhere 
paused to ask myself if I had lived these. words and knew 
more then how they were spelt. Among these enlightened 
scribbles was the idea that two people in love would naturally 
steepatogethernasya matbtereokucourse; anyother beingsa 
dustortiion of~uedlityfandgajbbe.sfNotethatehtwantetogdis— 
agree now, it is only the memory of parading these views 
that I find funny, and a bit touchy, as a dressed core come 
to light again. And so I assumed you either were or wanted 
to show as enlightened as I, and accepted the offer of your 
dressing gown as a wrap. 

We undressed suitably, with no admitted embarrass- 
ment yet revealing it by not watching each other. I drew the 
gown over my hairy legs, wondering vaguely what they could 
be doing in your bedroom. While washing my face I glimpsed 
through soapy water your breasts, and ee surprised by a 
total lack of desire. You bedded first and I clambered over 
you and lay against the wall, making myself an exhaustion 
too great to think in. We turned and kissed chastely and 
Voumpuiceout the light. <I strokéd your hair in an affection- 
ate but genuinely passionless way, feeling with satisfaction 


a duty not to want you. And in this soft and awkward in- 
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28 
timacy I heard tyou say; you know I"m not iaevirgin don't you? 
I blustered out my disinterest one way or the other and in 
aedelicious' euphoria’of confidence iconfessed that -L ‘was’. 

We: kissed again, brother and sister, and, as in the fairy 
tates, poe ilucds veep tat .once.. 

Mhadtset tthe, abarmetor yeven > notuwanti ng ‘any. 
complications at my lodgings, and woke as easy as a bird 
landing on wire, at once totally awake in a world awakened. 
The heavy curtains AeA ey cree eae eiearalowa noice 1s 
through the window, swaying heavy and dark red, keeping from 
us the day outside. The noises of the street below were 
sharp and brisk, a breeze of life I had quite forgotten. 

You lay mumbled up in sleep in the smooth undulating room. 
I dressed quickly and without regret, stepped to the door, 
squeaked it and went out. A girl making breakfast in the 
kitchen smiled sleepily at me as I passed, absolute and 
firm, exactly filling my image, taut as canvas down the 
stairs. Outside in the street I waited for the bus in the 
bitter misty air. Three workmen stood coughing and chatting. 
I bought a packet.of cigarettes and waited with them as of 
bightbe, And gimithe .£ilthy witale sane ws I sat seeing 
everything, squalid breath and morning haze, fag ends and 
sea glint, everything was exact and proper and I was part 
of it, all the voices in my head stilled, a simple piece at 
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Mis ft1 content= stayed invmer the rest of the day, 
and= was! only drained by our tangle* with the mechanics of 
Soh ee erc* can peeno= point Ln reviewing all’our® calendar of 
fumbling, and my memory has in any case dropped most of 
PMOoeypatmlLuledetarisy==In=pattern 1ttalll?seems* highly 
amusing now, the first and most violent reminder of just 
how feeble my grand phrases about love really were. This 
moment, which I had assumed in advance would naturally see 
the" fine flowering of our love’ in a simultaneous burst: of 
smoke, sperm and hard gemlike flame, that this should on the 
contrary prove a total deflation and reduction to the weird 
unreal world of those books where he and she are specified 
irkers Ledimnrengi nes and then, inexplicably Sane this context, 
SOvisecuectoy cet imalrrredy furst = thate this=anonymous wor Law th 
its generalised problems and faceless mating should suddenly 
OpULUce™ ont tNe= Closer particularity, OfFour One arfatr was 
maddening and mad. 

L-just’ could not get a’stand; and during the hours 
this lasted it was excruciating, more especially as I had 
no reason to suppose that this failing was not, to turn a 
phrase, congenital. But what wrenched ne as much was the 
sense of being brought to the very brink and tip of a pas- 
sage into the open country I had glimpsed that morning, and 
tomnave myst wes Lubbed inthe’ gqrityofefacticity at this of 
all moments. You were tolerant, though this only made it 


worse another way, but there was little either of us could 
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30 
do. We went down and out to the dingy pub stashed away in 
an alley behind my lodgings, rightly diagnosing tension and 
wrongly prescribing drunkenness. And back to the room. And 
back to the-pub. And back to the room, where you told me 
EOnSIUE Upstaleingpaboutsit; ei far couldn’ t.screwryousthe 
leastal could.do.was let.yousgo;.torsleepein peace. -Oh)that 
hurt all right, the more because I knew your sticky heat 
and shivering skin gave you the right to say it, the more 
because it was me to blame, the most because it was not, 
because I was made the infliction of this nausea on you, 
YOU peLor twhatedathoughtemypbody’ shiault, 

And was perhaps a little the place's, for we made 
it the hextgday wan thesafternoon,ofeyoun discreet sroomumyt 
am surprised the volume of our loving after has not swallowed 
LEAUDm~eOUL Hoy? Dacanastallafteelaiteinimyethi.ghs.nowy bike 
an old ballet dancer, the awkward jogging rhythm and stunning 
sense of release as the middle of my body fell away and all 
my heavy flesh dissolved into the vacuum left, while from 
a head as high as you like I floated and watched it all 
happen, myself and myself. 

Bubgallethississtboring; elocal colour. Where are 
Vous Watheall thishhappeningstorcme<L couddshardly.,be,ex- 
pected to distinguish between you and fuck. On, on. In the 
fear of leaving out something vital, yes and the pleasure of 
reliving something vital, I am probably dragging in a lot 


of irrelevant chats But how to distinguish? Where to draw 
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eh 
a line that can only be an arrangement of the eye? But then 
is it not the eye's ideas I want to find out and extract 
Peomechcativang tissues Lise in factrr Ontis: albcthatconly 
anwexcuse tloedabbievagaim invthe very thing l«supposedly 
went to escape? The sweetness of life then and the sweet- 
ness of memory now. I wanted to affirm the one as clean 
ancuceny the Gthertas .sickacnThat twas 1theaiedan' teknow.. 
How can I get hold of you? I can remember your beauty, or 
your ‘wit, "Or some Prof “the things we did, Se what you were 
like in bed, but all separately, nowhere can I find that 
person, that continuum of being that you were. Then I was 
inside, now out I can only ever see half the sphere. 

And anyway is this the way to do it? This conven- 
ient chronological account with footnotes? No, it is true 
neither to the reality which made a blank future shape and 
colour, nor to the memory which retains most clearly not 
all this junk of our youth, but a few scenes from our 
autumn, a few idealized scenes which the mind has worked 
into art, yes, bearing no relation perhaps to the event, 
sentimental if you like, but truer and clearer than all 
this fresh claptrap of blind evi aroncees This is why you 
haunt me, this is the sickness, these memories where we are 
become both more and less than we were, where the thrills and 
Squalor Oflopacity sare ‘turned tova»purne dead ‘translucent 
gaze, a rigid dance of death that carries hidden in its 


steps some sense of which it is but the emblem. 
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This is the ground swell which spoils my stomach, 
Witch Laan trying, tO stall) a stillness I want.done but not 
EOLdO.wouonyway, how can. I pope, tosbatter, out.a resolution 
with the time it takes. my clumsy hand, to contain, the pith.of 
evenenaltea days Only if 1 could resume, both life and Jine 
in one word each, a word binding like barrel hoop all the 
richness, and resource,of each in turn, then only could... 
see and perhaps look away. But the hint not grasped and 
the view half seen fascinate my eyes, I undermine myself 
with my very words, themselves creatures of artifice, of 
memory. How could it be possible to write oneself into 
reality? Nonsense, as the letters should have proved to 
me at the time. The fusion I seek is impossible, the ele- 
ments nowhere meet. However brilliantly I might spell out 
our life I can never write your kiss or describe the shape 
Of eyOUtresACce ase tewas as, somewhere, io Ssctilil ise. Always 
more or less, writing makes emotion angular and assertive, 
Dlastersetraw lumps Of duration .on_ the, pagesand creates. a 
stage of actors overplaying their parts grotesquely. Eye- 
brows are raised by heavy machinery and if someone smiles 
the whole room splits open. It is impossible. With words 
I ican, only create Ghevsluit ObewoLrds, “aubrass rubbing of 
our love, life as a flicker glancing over the absolute 
sterile form my mind has found béneath, a life revealing 
not its own being but the patterns it creates in being, a 


gaudy flag to show which way the wind is blowing. 








| ; : +a 2 E S14 
, j s ra I cutie 
' ~ « 
1 = ey 
| i r 
' 
4 4 
| - = ./ 
i 
| 
} a AL r] May 
\ 
| C} , iLL ead 
| : 
“SiO aiit. : " iz L nevet? off: ems eae 26 oe 
; é : 







, : ; a 4 
Miele of sdivogoh yo raced. soy oy J ony TAVaR thei-X Bo? mer a 
a : 7 i oe 


je Jaeiiieqe divin 1 ‘Yfonpiarrad sovgwol- . tga Seuiwors —< 


——— 


SEE A — PLtSe 4 _, sanyo es see e as 
Agata ange” ‘haw pelenag, avd fone Arg: 
* bateoae ‘sm, 20 mn hers 


ri ’ 


33 


Cowes meaningless to even ask what I want. How can 
PcnowewwiateL want. Wnttt bam haying 1t? All I -know is* that 
I am tired now, tired of this dead dead bloody jigsaw 
puzzle which I cannot free myself of though I write myself 
“inside out. I don't know what I want, it's too huge and 
confusing and transient and changing and I feel in the sick 
spin of a drunken head. I do know what I want, equally 
hopeless, I want, now, tonight, your oh fine warm body to 
tte beside me in bed and kill the spin, and I don't care 
whether this means I'm opting for life or death or health 
Or Memory Or art or anything. i Just want to be with you 
Boa LN SOULE Of ito ys aide ut srceChrid ucts lecsots tes et al 
haven't learnt, that to want something with the intensity 
I want you now is as empty and useless as trying to draw 
the shape of love in words. 

With her beside me I remain spun up in self, she 
Cannot meet me at any point. She wanders to the bed, her 
clothes drop from her, thesbindindgsralls Off her big tits, 
she unstraps her thighs and climbs into bed as to a bath, 
gazes over at me without smiling. Later on I shall go and 
get up on her, without preface. Unlike a pump she does not 
need priming. Why can't she touch me, give me what I so 
much need, a point of reference outside myself? She is like 
a creature hastily assembled to the specification Woman, in 
every word and gesture she seems to say, I'm for screwing 
and getting babies and feeding them and feeding you. It is 


i i eoienssastnbiGd COW, Or is it that these layers of 
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34 
association, Tam working my way through are. so. thick that I 
never see what it is about her that transcends parody? I 
Came back deliberately to this town, thinking that here I 
MUSt Pick up the threads again. But it will not happen 
now. It is as if a place can be exhausted like soil, as 
if everything that can happen to me here has happened, and 
all I get now are poor stunted experiences. When we went 
home that Christmas you could hardly touch, me, tuned to a 
quite different pitch, when we went abroad in the summer 
Lhe, tension between the town in us and all that) strange hot 
landscape fired: drove cracks right through our sight of each 
other. And your letters, was not their lack of sympathy 
De~naos tat teria) | Oonly wa record, Of VOUm Anabdl 1s Oo COLON 
feeling for one scene while being opened like a can by 
another? Then that is what has happened here. I have re- 
BUBNCONLOnSe RL nicma blow tO, VOL uLts. but that. cannot 
prevent me continuing LOBexX is ten And, theres amestill trapped 
in a system of worn connections, shiny grooves that channel 
every new vibration back into line and allow it value only 
in terms of that already dead and used. Everything must 
ScomeaupoOtmaelativon, Of whatwnac, passed. Lt us not her 
fault she appears a parody of a person, it is mine for 
LiLo gen d parody of reality, with eyes that will only see 
this life as a bad imitation of that unique and dead world. 
There is nothing to be got here now but that world and it is 


that tl must get,, no,new,, get it and, fix it so that when, I 
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36 
go I go unattended, never again to be surprised by one of 
your long brown hairs waiting for me, in the seams of an 
Olde jackekEs 

And now a window opens on our loving, the window 
ofmenat onéfquietkanorsysclosehopencdarky Laghtaroom. abYou 
can see, drawing back the gauze, down the street to the 
promenade at the end, and beyond it the sea, yellow with 
PumNedsesandyewaves bueakinghiaryout andgerolling-ingunderta 
brittle winter sun. Two students in duffle coats and scarves 
wander along the footpath hand in hand, he holding a crum- 
pled white carrier bag. The old nosey lady opposite twitches 
the curtain aside and watches them go past, regretting her 
own. Next door in the vegetable shop the asthmatic and 
cheery cockney weighs up onions. One and eight. Ta guv, 
Sndm@eeen selaltieasdoblara® Mency boo.etAnd boostosyou too. 
In the main street buses make their unwieldy way from this 
eye coamy  oldgcotdecockctspalilAgs 3A andé40uq4 Rerhapsyud 
could plot our love simply with a list of bus routes? 

Gradually we settled into a way of life, and how 
easy everything was made for us. The girl sharing already 
spent weekends with her boyfriend, breaks which became 
longer each time until one week she forgot to come back and 
we had the whole huge room to ourselves. And I too, as the 
days passed I went back less and less often to my lodgings, 
sleeping sometimes in the spare bed and others in yours, as 
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a growing out of which we were scarcely conscious, so seam- 
jesse anvextension, off Eirsti affection’ was, it..- We. hever» sat 
‘down and decided to live together, we found ourselves doing 
so, but not as an arrangement made, as the place it was at 
simply. Afternoon hours teaching pimply misses to play the 
scales mother loved to hear saw me through to cigarettes and 
food, and when I finally broke with my unregretted lodgings 
iawaspevenseb len Tosreduces, chat-nolesangthegdayyto fat jonly 
those few who actually seemed to like music, plus one girl 
whose face I liked to watch as she wrestled with a chord not 
made for her mitten hands. I have always accepted the 
temper, Of the, daysas it. comes),.taking, for grantedseboth}ex— 
premeé. goods Juck) ands peculiareiack,oFf at# concentratingn only 
on the outcome, the product of these singular quantities. 
I could never get excited about the stage management of our 
piece, too intent on what you were saying, how you moved. 
Nor did I ever cease to regard you as anything but an under- 
study for my eventual and destined partner Miss Right, at 
which point Milena popular fiction sink slowly into 
the west together, singing as they go. Let us instead look 
at a few snapshots. | 

You're cleaning your teeth. You always reminded me 
of a child when you did that, washing your teeth as you put 
it. With real soap? I asked. Bent over the handbasin in 
the far corner of the room, that mobile helmet of hair 


swaying as you brushed away with hysterical enthusiasm, your 
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37 
blue and white checked nightdress mimicking the hair sway 
about the skin that I would, in a brief moment, as sure as 
anything, be touching. I think there can be very few hap- 
pinesses “to equal that of stretching, feeling the muscles 
taut and then sweetly sag, in a warm bed and a close brown 
room, watching you and hearing the footsteps out in the 
street below, and knowing that after a certain time you would 
come in, cool shins turning warm against my legs, the banal 
chatter of nylon turning to the unbelievable originality of 
the living flesh beneath. 

Another evening, sitting reading on the bed since 
eehad*taken *the=table! and @chair > Picking your mose=idly, 
then suddenly flinging down the book and rifling your hand- 
bag for paper hankerchiefs. Announcing in mock furious 
tones, God damn it where are they, I won't have objects 
playing me up. 

The mornings when I used to get up and go back, 
simply to be out, simply to lord it over the greasy bacon 
and eggs and all that shabby existence that could no longer 
CoucieMme . s sotaliaing ound the corner from the room where 
you were still asleep, breathing spumes of cold air and 
staring at a garage across the road where they also sold 
motor boats. 

My Surprise at’ your quick grasp of some matter 


COURCeCLSCUSLaAGLLY. 7 OL course I understand these things, they 
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Genet concern me anythel jeast. And you carry on working, 
ignoring Myosalivystupor. 

Watching you discuss with one of the other girls 
in the flat some money trouble, not hearing the words, your 
Pacesglazed with the slight distance set .in talking with 
SOMeCONG NOL quite real for you, a reversion to type, the 
threat of having to insist and thereby craze the gloss, 
always that embarrassment in the offing. Watching you with 
PVECeen= Dal rsnOLeeves, sOUssolving into y your own reLlections. 
sleeleaves, and you-are yourself again, my familiar sphinx. 

One of those Sunday afternoons we spent on the 
promenade, sitting on a bench seat, buffeted by a sand- 
paper wind, discussing our future. “1 was having a bout of 
materialism, which always left me closer to you, compressing 
my dreamy dissatisfaction to a hard concern at the prospects 
in store, a thought which never troubled my other state. 
We decided that I was going to join a big company and make 
masses of money and we were going to go and live in Switzer- 
land where you would be an interpreter and I would be an 
executive and we would have an Aston Martin and a tasteful 
but expensive house and perhaps a few pastetial and expen- 
sive children. Oh but we were quite serious about it, as 
our children would have been about their garden games. We 
unfolded into a deliciously unreal future where life would 
be ordered as it is in books, and walked back up the street 


to our room side by side and read the papers and a little 
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39 
later went out to get some» Black Cherry jam for tea. This 
is one reason why all our messy time together, which God 
knows was no grand passion, can still bring the tears to my 
eyes. For its: innocence and its gullability, where a pot 
of expensive jam became in our eyes not just a thing to be 
eaten, but the enyoy of a style of life’ for which we were 
both hopelessly unfitted and which, like the best’ dreams, 
Hever came” true. 

You always wanted to be out and doing, while Isat 
sluggishly around and let happen. And our little expeditions 
Usually seemed LO turneout, sadvand gloomy, rubbing at, our 
weakest point, which was that you were a creature who des- 
perately wanted Switzerland and I, who would have given you 
that or anything to see you happy, could only trudge along 
in your attempts to have life assume the gay solidity you 
Pot eee slould,~sandsCLinge sinwabdlyeace your failure to do 
sos Are von happy now, my love? Now that you seemingly 
have all the things you want? Not that you are shitting 
gold yet, but your eye is assaulted and your body tanned, 
and that is what you wanted. But this is getting too warm. 
I only want to sketch in the outline here, the heavy colour 
CAmavatwee LOGE De iestart cea, On that now. should not be able 
to continue with these pictures, seeing them with those eyes. 

Piece by piece you showed me the countryside I 
have since come to etree so well, all the looser land around 


the town I had never thought, eye to eye with it, to break 
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40 
away from. Days spent here and there, caught in the other- 
wise too similar weeks rising wearily out of winter. We 
EOok a vbus along the coast ,road, to a shambling little town 
of deserted boarding houses and seedy. crumbling hotels. On 
spurt liant day. iemignut nave had a.sporty, informal air, 
but that day was overcast and cold, people stayed at home, 
bulky with warm chicken and peas. The streets were dark 
with the shower that had passed as we sat peering out of the 
clammy bus. A few people were about, pretending to be 
families out for an afternoon stroll, in those merciless 
Streccs.. We. found a path oft slimy wet chalk Jeading up 
On’ tO thesclifis: You hadi been, here vbefore, with. someone. 
Te vIGeoeGene bel rer Sel ried ollightealcidate: tend neice 
streaming wind that blew out every match. Sunday. From the 
clifftop we reached, you panting like a great dog taking me 
for a walk, we had a view to the grimy white seabed and dark 
turning sea, and out where the bleak sun broke through. A 
nearness and distinct suddenly cut up with wholes of light 
PULeUvOOw ae acOugh Lhescloud to a. sea of curdled, lead, far 
out. And we walked back down to the tight town, tired and 
cold and not talking. There was no ee ee an hour and we 
fidgeted around the main street, looking in windows full of 
trinkets and postcards of another town, found a teashop and 
were, ashamed to have to wonder if we could afford it. Cold 
soggy, scones, butter and red jam. But the tea was all right. 


And then not daring to sit on, we drifted down to the beach, 
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to the jumble of huge bare deserted houses set in desolate 
zones of chalky waste, windows smashed, the once smug path- 
ways submerged in weed, aeltOLrgOcten Curtain flapping in the 
wind from atop window, as if trying to signal something. 
We turned back to the bus stop, sullen with our dependence 
on time and others, to find that all we had used was half 
the hour, to stand waiting, cold chat and yet I would give 
all this sorry stew for just five minutes of it in my throat 
again, idling for the bus. Which appeared late but at last 
and took us back, getting off'a stop too soon and shivering 
back along the promenade to the promise of our own room. 

This poverty was a soft sore all our time together, 
bringing Us together ina ‘particular way yet.revealing, 
in the squabbles which our tiredness and depression with it 
all caused, the worst side of both our natures, our pet- 
Livessmaldeptide.. Bub tien whom | ttoO say our and we? — I 
Can speak only for myself. But at such times we seemed to 
mestwo vulnerable people Iivang in a hard world and ‘a harsh 
town without means of defence. The margarine and cheap cuts 
of meat we bought did not worry me as food, but as symbols 
OLsouG lizewthiey nearly broke my heart. “Yet again this is 
probably only me, ready as always for an easy weep. But that 
pathos, that vulnerability and the need of each other that 
resulted, that is a strand of the disease. Perhaps it 
wasn't true for you. Perhaps you saw only in one dimension, 
were sad that Sunday but converted it to a quick determina- 


tion to get money and a car. Perhaps. But while there is 
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42 
even a chance of it having been true for you too, and there 
is always that, then it will remain true., Certainly. I 
always saw our room as a refuge, and us as born victims of 
life who must stick close together for protection and kind- 
ness. Ohsif.T could onlysspell out the letters of) your 
name, not even the pet names we made up but your real name. 
BU thiseismnotya letter, at has nothing, to dosviths yous, i 
haveviinished with that, foolery. 

And the long lighted evenings, sitting in our room. 
Another thing that held us together was an awareness of 
links and chinks that other people ignored, an intimate 
squint we did not have to correct for each other. Did I not 
catch a hundred times in your face a beautiful happy sur- 
prise when I laughed at a joke you had made for yourself, 
Or at. once latched on to; some. glimpse ofthat side. of you 
which you had grown dully accustomed, like me, to having 
poditelyeoverlookedy by others? That little satisfied grin 
OLsyours., asawe. polished off one of those routines that only 
we seemed able for or interested in. And one that becomes 
OUI NOL PO eWieneyouvscsldy a tiatecelsall warm and woolly to~ 
night. And then added, knit me into Sona eelits useful. And 
I could feel your mind coming together as I rolled about on 
the bed, helpless with laughter, for the knowledge that 
another person could reach that most personal of its shelves. | 

The man upstairs is hurting that woman again. What 


BpeseNesdon uO ners se ohe moans and then, quickly stamps on, the 
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Piccl, Clrmy cerling, =~ they talk in low intense drones? like 
a radio play. Then she howls, No, No, not in my room you 
don't, my room, mine. The voice of a hopeless moth eaten 
mind. Does he keep her locked up there, dying for her 
money? Is she old and mad? Or are they actors rehearsing 
a scene from a play, in fact? And then screwing on the floor? 
igo Up4ro tie lavatory. ~ fhe “corridors are bare-and sivent: 
Their room door shut white. Someone has left a lump of 
brown dolloped on the porcelain and the lights "go outas T 
come back down the staircase, creaking in the dark. 

The spring “thatshinted at winter, turning, was 
early summer. We left the window open all day, until the 
CHii Por the evening pickled tie air insitde. * Cur days 
Opened out as the room changed from a warm cell abstracted 
from the town’ done in cold wash to a perch set in the wall 
of the summer, my first summer in that incredible clear air, 
alive with the people without and in cool as a bell. Our 
weeks passed easily and without regard, nothing mattered of 
all we had stored from the winter, the vehemence of those 
brute days was suddenly ridiculous, given the bright streets 
and the scrubbed sky, a book of etiquette from a forgotten 
age. We grew light and offhand with each other and revelled 
Pieeeobave et hecuom aid Jack OrLeCase. We could “once again 
raise our voices and no longer used our time whispering small 
woras "to each “other in our sealed room. I was happy and 


didn't give a-damn for anybody, the tide was making for me 
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and the brazen sun shone every idea to its best advantage. 

We woke every morning, every morning to the light 
sheen on the ceiling, the sharp carrying voices, our per- 
sonal invitation to the day outside, veiled through the 
curtains into the still room where we lay wrapped up in 
Sloth. Or you would be up already, and my first inkling 
was of you standing in your faded green jeans and a bra, 
having just pulled back the curtain, gazing out at the in- 
credibly crisp scene in the street, one forgotten hand 
feeblymscuatchinglyourdribstheAndaligotsup sand washed and 
dressed as if it were all being done for me, and went singing 
down the stairs and out into everything, barging through 
the liquid atmosphere, over the road to get a stick of bread 
from the toady baker who had a letter of recommendation from 
someone sellotaped to his window. 

Coffee and eggs and bread and honey and coffee. 
And a lazy fat cigarette, watching you brushing your hair 
in the running sunlight, stopping to inspect the split ends 
intently. Then down the road, towels over our arms and you 
looking ridiculously sophisticated in dark glasses, in this 
town where all the best people wear them in bed. Crossing 
the great road sweeping off along’ the coast, over the foot-— 
path of the promenade and stopping to lean on the thick 
wooden rail and gaze down at the lower promenade and the 
beach, the packed heat of the wood searching through our 
sleeves. You point. We'll go there, it's not crowded yet. 


Along the hazy asphalt to the broad steps leading down. You 
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make a joke about our social irresponsibility in going to 
the beach while others work and then something about your 
sister who feels one should help others and not indulge 
oneself. I suggest a few ways she could help me and indulge 
herself. You laugh. Indulge, you say slowly with a bulge. 
TAPuLyMyPrarMearound. yousbut.iteis,awkward, anyway you have 
forgotten your body... We. cross.the.shore road and.then-have 
to wade on the pebbled beach. Just under the lip formed by 
the waves at high ‘tide we spread out the towels and crouch 
on-them, quiet, stunned.by the; staring) sun. 

The heat from the stones is oppressive. We pull 
off our clothes and lie there in swimming gear, feeling the 
Sin sitnkeitiven Lhenea Swaitein chepCcoddusea,sand,back to Jae 
on the towels, occasional brushes of wind sweeping up the 
heat and dusting the drying salt on our skin. We talked 
about the holidays that were coming and about what to do, 
decided to take our love abroad and watch it in another 
setting. You had to go and spend a few weeks with your 
parents on holiday, I would do the same and then we would 
Make OLt walt} wouldsbesqust) Jake this ,-only, better.of course. 
We would have so much new around us and so much old within, 
and their harmony would be our holiday. And meanwhile my 
eyes roamed the beach and I ruminated on the infinite variety 
of women and of my desire for them and how limited a thing 
possibility was compared to the extensions of thought. I 


worked up a heaven in which one could reach and possess every 
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46 
woman in sight with all the richness of a life together, all 
in the clutch of a pang of lust. Concentrated copulation. 

I pondered the metaphysical implications of this and went 
tOVeleep, bathed’ in the odour of your otled skin. 

Later, about one, we grew tired and itchy and 
hungry, rolled up our belongings and climbed the endless 
hammering steps up to the promenade. Along the draughty 
Strect and back tO Our room, as Own aS ever. ‘And when we 
drew the wrapping curtains were left in disturbing dim 
depths without meaning after the primal timbres of the beach. 
And in this close silence of washing salt from our costumes 
and ourselves the flesh came alive and sought another, after 
the thrusting stones and raw salt incredibly unreal in its 
EsOlation as texture, firm and Cool with tapwater. Taking the 
globe of your;breast in my palm as you dried your legs, you 
straightening and kissing, dropping the towel on my foot 
and grasping my penis with your bare hand, our tongues 
fouled up, crushing time and coming awake on the tossed bed. 
The window Open to the’ free air and street, the curtain 
swelling gently as we made love. And the curtain sways more 
Slowly and ever heavier as I chase the lines of every girl 
on the beach across the distended nudity of your own sweet 
Peveceumuace,, Clying Glue aloud., The curtains were still and 
the street was silent, the vast blinding day emptied. 

We made lunch of cheese and bread and spent the 


afternoon reading in the room, propped up in chairs with our 
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Peet Ons Locewincow ssi 11. Until you Jet the book slide 
and your head hang, up and stumbling over to the bed for 
your afternoon nap. I always wondered at the way you could 
Blsce ingand ourlofisleep as it suited you, like a child, 
gnde li keead child vicious aiufedasturbed. The day wore, on; I 
found it harder and harder to broach each new chapter and 
wished I could turn off like you. And then something un- 
expected and wonderful occurred, the day outside went quite 
mad. It was only a thunderstorm after all, but a spectacular 
full colour production such as I had never seen. It grew 
dark very quickly. 00, 1b wasenotwintile dl. noticed a Jack mor 
of light but of resonance in the atmosphere that I looked 
at the time and realized that darkness was not nearly due. 
ADOeLnen enearainictarted, whe firsts Tull. single drops 
steaming on the hot window ledge. The rain thickened 
and struck up off the suddenly wintered street in a coat of 
Spines. Someone shouted. There was a suffusion of impossible 
light that left, one wondering as with flash bulbs if one 
had imagined the whole thing, then the explosion, directly 
above. Lt. seemed the least the town could do, in response .to 
this gaudy exhibition was to have a few buildings collapse 
Pec batewaiceClaCckS appear in the, street... But our stolid 
traditions are otherwise, there was only a stony silence of 
disapproval and the hired applause of the rain. More and 
longer thunder bursts’ sounded, the clown splitting the seam 


of his trousers in a desperate bid for enthusiasm. But 
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48 
civic dignity won the day and the storm slunk away with a 
few dying rumbles, like the old man who no longer heeds his 
blunt dismissal and goes on repeating some line from his 
story as he wanders off. 

And with a delightful disinterest in the glories 
of nature and vulgar thunder fright you turned over as the 
fabric of heaven split apart and remarked sleepily, tell 
Enem Lotcal bebacktlater. 

With the clearance came yet another light, a dry 
white illumination, and the smell of rotting rope as I 
opened the window again. As I relive this I can sense 
how it all happened to me, only when I come out of my head 
and look around me now, at this room, at her asleep all over 
Ehneebed ,@atethe table with@its jar .of edande ancdeloat Por 
sliced bread, then it seems quite another matter. Iocan 
imagine reading these words written by someone else and 
thinking, if only that would happen to me, but it never 
would, never could. 'That is why my mood now is so much 
worse than it was three years ago. Then I thought life a 
barren maze the same in any incomprehensible direction, but 
now I torture myself with the knowledge that behind one of 
those hedges I stumbled on a great park and pleasing pros- 
peceyewatheths ease thattonlyspureschance can “afford; *as if 
it acted merely to enrich my despair. 


When you woke finally it was deep dusk. The clouds 
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49 
remained to form a broken mirror inswhich. the setting sun 
reflected itself. We walked down the promenade and I felt 
absurdly happy and in contact with things. We had had our 
morning and afternoon as the town had had its, and now we 
were going through the hot evening air to complete the day. 
We went to an expensive restaurant where the waiters pre- 
bend to be Italian and throw the food at you, and 1 had 
them throw some at us. What the hell, it would soon be 
the holidays, we had enough money. Were we not the tanned 
andseindoOlent aristocrats of the earth, ~our skin taalored by 
no common sun? I found your tendency to draw attention to 
small unpleasantnesses of service and cuisine both bourgeois 
gos Une uring.  S Leshald suck me; another birds, said, 1 fo 
myself, a brown son of love. And it seemed I was so potent 
then I could have imagined a woman to my side and created 
Hemet losha rom the jrib of pork I was.eating. “Just help me 
up on to the table and I can walk around on thin Slab y ekbhe 
Pie ped Ont oy enom lm Gown fOr. GOod.w.lt's the first 
Peo ce om mnever learn Los climba! Wathea lictle help trom 
my friends. And then bye bye friends, you're so small I 
can hardly see you. We were pretty well stoned by this time, 
what with two bottles of wine and various liqueurs, and we 
jumped home in two big strides, stopping off to admire the 
moon making faces at itself in the scalloped sea. And back 
in our amazingly faithful room, which never turned a hair 


whatever we did in it, we put on some witty neurotic harp- 
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Sichord music, opened the window and got drunk a second time, 
onvdistilled™air. "And you collapsed while doing a fandango 
on the bed and started to perform bicycling actions in the 
air so that your nightdress tumbled down around your belly, 
BitMm eyles OL OrOwn tleshe —— took avast swig. OL che Mtgnit, 
rolled up the starscape and ate it like a pancake, belched 
Slightly and came to bed where I went to Sleep with my hand 
between your legs, my head risen like dough under a cloth 
and without question. 

The final day before we parted was, as all the 
others; clear”and hot? "We went to see some friends who 
lived in a village outside of town, behind the downs that 
stand facing the sea all along this coast, and the towns 
spread between. It was one of those days when there is no 
Windwuntit the evening and=the stilled™-air=thins and spreads, 
CWangmigecne stature and) colour of buildings and trees. The 
bus was close and sweaty and when the doors opened to let 
someone board a sudden wave of cool passed through and 
Treked OUL fdcCes. We Go CLL at a StOp on the road and 
walked up the narrow lane bound in with tall banks and trees. 
Et was totally silent but for the distant yawn of passing 
Calomve Wi NGeicmcnucetic,sLepping OL Our shoes, the startle of 
a bird calling out its nest. You were sweating and flushed, 
we walked slowly, soaking in the oonen around us. 

The land Mensa around and we entered the streets 
where children were chasing each other through the unresistant 


air while their parents washed cars or sat on the lawn 
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reading. That afternoon we spend drinking coffee and chat- 
ting about the holidays and what we were going to do abroad. 
We were in form and energetic, we drew lines round the 
future and gave it names. It was late in the day when we 
got up torleaverand walk *back over “the “downs, “a few miles 
only. We waved goodbye and went off down the long avenue 
Ween eLesemargin Of cherry “trees, at the end» of which the 
Ghalketrack Opened "up tie face of the ridge. “The sun was 
low and we were in shadow as we climbed the track, sur- 
prisinglyisteep and twisting over the terracing of the chalk. 
We paused, out of breath, and looked down at the village, 
already small and distant. The people we had been visiting 
were sitting on their back lawn again and somewhere a radio 
was playing. We turned ourselves to the track again, for 
oe ee cold in the shadow and our sweat was drying. Coming 
OVeGEGHeetOpwOn LO tne high downs the sun ‘struck us full in 
the eyes, red with haze, glancing plane over the bare ground 
and swept by a strong wind off the sea. We stopped and 
looked back from the height we had reached over all the 
COUNey au Loe. Land lay tich withesuniight, basking in the 
glow of a late fies afternoon, running out as far as the 
eye could follow. A hawk trapped in amber hung in the dif- 
fused light and below the land was silent and settled, banked 
with warmth and small scenes lost in the sweep of the eye 
covering the long miles of landscape to the hopelessly re- 


mote horizon. 
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We turned back to the chalk track and before us lay 

the harsh Sillouette of the town, the black houses and im- 
patient sparkle on the surface of the sea. Everything was 
foreshortened, in tones of grey, a skeleton superstructure 
rivetted on to the sunset, that great disc that slid down 
into the waiting cloudVand left the town empty “and ?thetair 
chill; the ground” at’our feet uneven and dirty, our faces 


cold and the day finished. 
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This morning is fine. The sun cauterizes the 
streets in 2 mockery of summer, the wind is strong and 
rattles the window in its grooves. A copy of our room, find 
the differences. Through the glass smeared with drying salt 
I can see the waves striking in against the groyne, oc- 
casionally knocking up a spout of spray which wraps down 
on the promenade, a cable of water. If people had only half 
the talent for being that the sea has, how easy it would all 
become...If we too could,live from wavetop to wave, a 
massed shatter of curls falling over from sheer speed of in- 
vention, sluicing out and breaking back, a time and move- 
meutesrenewed cvery instant and yet, playing for eternity. 
Butyat Chea bottom of our minds, even_in.our.surest,moments, 
undermining them, is the sense of our limit, a continual 
irrelevance. 

From the day we left town our love changed, lost 
balance and began to question. No doubt I had presumed too 
Much yataken as usual now, for ever. ,But I think really. you 
Webeediagluite le Sduls.lecadewith the, jdea of our affair as I 
was. You wanted. another kind of life, faster and more 
colourful, and the kind of man who would lead you it. But of 
course we forgot Sar ideas in living, took what was there 


with only a vague, rather pleasant reservation about its 
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MalUeeLOuUsSsinesome last resort. (And in’thisssense our love 
was a.cCogether a trick of the town, for it,depended.on a 
compromise between our ideals and our actions, a compromise 
that was only a force of habit, of association with our 
Physical Jives, the roomsand street, the beach, the sea and 
the town. With that removed all the chafing minutiae of 
the other caught the eye afresh, and were examined under the 
hard light of personal strategy, where nothing is settled 
and people are taken at their plain weight. 

First of all there were the letters you sent me 
while on holiday with your parents. It was only a month, 
DuEel enadeneven peed partcedsErom yYousror la day, beLore, ator 
half a year we had-been living together and 1. had not noticed 
myself grown used to it. _I wrote you. long and. passionate 
letters, all about how much I was missing you, to which you 
replied by saying that you were having a great time and de- 
scribing this in a general way, ski sticks and restaurants, 
gateaux chateaux, knickerbocker glory and oodles of shoes, 
apologised for not writing more but you were so busy rushing 
around. 

Grief loves company, and your not needing me to feel 
fulfilled, but it hurt me far more because of your inability 
to understand what your breezy letters were doing to my 
heart, with their complete disinterest in anyone not having 
a good time. Apart from a few lines at the end they could 


have been written to your aunt, and those lines, worst of 
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all, came from that streak I had already tried to tease out 
GrevyOu, ciat healthy social horsey streak that ran all 
through your sickening family but had miraculously touched 
you only as a stock reaction to problems you were not really 
patelestecd in. eFace to tace £ could laugh you out of it, 
this smug assumption that every personal question is basically 
transparent, the answer being a fecking good gallop and a 
quick game of squash. What saddened me was the realization 
that my feelings were among the things you did not really 
care about just then’ And’ as my letters got more and more 
convoluted and subjective in a desperate attempt to make my 
reality real for you at a distance of several hundred miles, 
SO you grew the more impatient with these ingrown maunderings 
tat ~ intruded upon andewere in such sickly “contrast to “the 
busy doings of your own days. It was only a month, you 
reminded me with devastating accuracy and inconsequence. 
Yes, it was only a month, but never had I lived such a month. 
POE*thic iiret time in my [ife*the idea or timesbecame real 
and material to me, I could feel it passing minute by min- 
Uceraiielonged CO take it an my Hands and bend ct; to bring 
the day nearer. 

Buty, as you just Letrained trom obsérving, nothing 
TecusmuGrEee Vel. UN aeadadveUuily Similiar to all the others “I 
took a boat and train to the station where I hung around 
Waelting LOL you to Saale ieteeedhiy velleveng that OuCc Of 
the massed crowds assembled to make the place look authentic 


you would at a moment appear, startling in your substance. 
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56 
But you did, though the startle was how very unsubstantial 
you seemed as your mother handed you over with a few well- 
chosen words about taking care of you. Oh yes mam I'll say. 
Net art. 

But any tendency to gaiety was at once dried up by 
Ehebcalciferousfsophisticationsofyyoude You hadeboughtsnew 
clothes of course, but you had a new manner to go with them, 
andiwithankthescodlevoicétthat Ishadilearnt notete fearkthere 
waS a neWroteof distance. I felt as if I was walking be- 
side a model, being photographed in suitably elegant stances 
against a daringly drab background of ordinary humanity. So 
in this strangely stilted way we set off for foreign DaGEs, 
my chameleon manner soon adapting to the new smooth you. 

Any reference to the spring of the year, to that secret sense 
of life whose ;ciphers we had used to recognise with quiet 
pleasure in each other's conversation, in fact any suggestion 
that we hadipreviouslyimeteat alllwould,rlsfelt)ebegtaken in 
very. bad taste, like recalling the star's early career as a 
Seripper. LAndgasetorpkissingwyou ,awhichelthad waited 

vacuous weeks to do, that would clearly be tantamount to 
telling you take your knickers off, if indeed it was pos- 
sible that you could know what knickers were. The contact 
with high life and holidays had apparently realized for you 
the vague stuff of your winter daydreams, and left me with 

no person but rather an alien and frighteningly coherent 


persona that I could only do my best to live up to for the 
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moment, and hope to gradually unbewitch by force of DEop= 
Inguitcy.. 

‘This was all very well, but I was randy as a tom- 
GabvattotelouGgeweckseand yourycontinuing-air.,of being,-insa 
film began to get the worse of stronger things than my mal- 
leable mind. After all, it was my side you were displaying 
mourselieat. (I tried to kiss youw-~in the trains. but ait didnt: 
really work, you dealt with me as you would have a speck of 
dust pingyourseye,.orsa Llaweinvyourn quite) flawless makeup. 
Everything, was.all right sas:long,as.I.remained neutral, did 
not move and blur the plate. You toldemesin,~studied stones 
ehdteilemustibe patient, wwait,tor ‘yousto adjust... Toemy.bad 
coarse jokes and grovelling desire for your mouth, your 
PlesieOleMyelLoOvesandsVournhaLr..sAndpallelecould Lhink ywas 
that you had not been looking forward to seeing me, that I 
was not expected but might be suffered, because I loved you. 

This silence between us lasted right through the 
HolkiGgay,yjand LE Ivamenok going,to bring back these.months 
in detail it is because they were no more than detail, a 
confused and glossy dream, as unreal as the picture post- 
cards we sent home. It was a break in living, but a break 
so complete as to be meaningless. We learnt as little 
about ourselves as we did of the country we stayed in. 
Everything unfolded at the same level of tourist sightseeing, 
too many climaxes and no view of the commonplaces which 


nevertheless refract through themselves an image of love. 
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The scenes we lived were too secure and loud in themselves, 
albrourgoing,. wercould “only stand “and “stare 4in“the'se 
surroundings you were able to keep up the faceless act which 
would@have' rl ooked pretty sil ly Sin “the *vecurrent'pattern of 
our lives at home, but we had to come back to the town for 
that, the quiet things and for me the only ones that really 
MaeleLs 

But we *cannotrmere ly write OFF Yche’ holidayreror 
all that. "lt “occupied aftervallvtwo offthe eighteen montis 
we*were “together, Vand ‘lett Sites marks “on=the nine weenad 
left. It was a halfway house too exact to be coincidental. 
PU lent "usilDat case with eachother, “broke up the sdcon= 
tented routine we had evolved without trying and dispersed 
Ehesrreshness and spontaneity which *had informed =that late 
simply because it extended in an unbroken line from the day 
we had met. Then it seemed only a few days we had been to- 
gerner theo form of*our lite was*an *expanding spiral fired 
Bye ehewsnock, Oferinse® lovenesti li related "to-thab shock and 
those early days of exploration. Every time I kissed you 
Ve was “a*print struck subtly “altered "from ‘the block “of "Kisses 
wer had-=made; every plunge into the bell of “your Joins’ was 
arvydridiron=on thateticst "crude "theme “of fuck. “ort ‘was “a 
Civilized life because it involved a constant development 
Giecertdim pas.c rand continuing lines, at work in detail and 
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But the holiday was something totally new and un- 
related to all that had gone before, without lineage, a re- 
volution in our lives when strange pieces of ourselves came 
Floating up to the surface, pieces that would not fit our 
limited ideas of each other. It was our loss of innocence, 
our fall, for by that autumn we seemed to have been together 
for years and to have grown stale, wondered if our affair had 
not simply run its course and began to take into account 
the provisional escape clause always implied in our agree- 
ments. Our love had very quickly passed into middle age. 

And all because we were let loose, without givens or 
rules; “sustaining” fictions, leading’ an®exotie and@baseless 
existence in a country not real for us, among people whose 
language we did not understand, under a murderous sun which 
reduces all time ‘toa’ grain for°evéer- now. > “It is°no wonder 
we lurched from extreme to extreme, two bats in the belfry, 
sounding any combination that occurred in the heat of the 
moment. One minute I thought you an icy stuffy socialite 
and wished you would piss off and go dancing or whatever 
would leave me free to chat up the incredibly sensual woman 
who was lying on her elbows in the sand, staring at me and 
SiOwlngeme ier breasts.) “Phe *next® lYaskedtyou for the first 
time to marry me, which you very reasonably refused to de- 
cide on the spot, and a moment later I was telling you to 
go fuck yourself with the yank who kept following us around 
and stop dragging me after you in your search for so called 


PUi-eelcowosgalt gone wild, all a dream, but not simply 
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Voces yin thepdark.yved Gewas to,yourthated, saidwalls these 
things, it was you who presented to me this shallow parody of 
a person I had known. None of the things we did or said on 
that holiday had the slightest concrete effect on our lives, 
but.the, fact of having Shee did, for it spattered our 
images of.each other with so much irrelevant filth that we 
couldemeves recapture, the simplicity of our fixstimonths. 
Perhaps (youl thinkge! exaggerate! that simplacity.+ alone ite is 
all the difference between a map and the scribbles of a 
Piredschild onna mainy|day..i+ That mapsor dove we hadt lost 
for good, and found our way, when we bothered to try, only 
by never leaving home, where we suffocated in safety. 

You had resigned the business of finding a room to 
a friend of yours who had stayed in town over the summer, 
and it was she who turned up the drab annexe bricked on to 
one of those houses lined in endless rows along the endless 
flat straight streets at the dead end of the town, a pompous 
slum of avenues cutting always at the proper angle, never a 
Curve to,sdisturb thevempireso£ mediocrity. «Ai ghetto) of) good 
taste left.between the brash town.and the dockyard, insulated 
from,both by the appalling silence. of the old and, dying. 
We bickered enough afterwards over your agreement to lease 
such a place for the year, I can only suppose that in your 
magazine world of slippery ease you felt yourself immune to 
this, as to so much else. How should I know why you took 


the damn place, any more than I should know what incredible 
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stroke of luck removed your flatmate that spring and left us 
Erecaineamgworldhofiourjiownylexcepththat epneboth casesothe set 
peur cece lyecomplementedsthewactioniacBubntheneonerof theiwmost 
Omrablempericcts! ofememoany siseto colourcour tpenceptiornsot 
place as a factor influencing how we live. Should we blame 
Str actionsponxoun surcroundings;gornour surroundings on our 
actions? 

AlMD Know lis the siamilwareshightatiqhbenrngsok 
thetheart maarecuctronmonyrexpectationsivom inf taityatoka 
real number, and how tight it was when I arrived that October 
afternoon and was shown around. The sitting room, where I 
looked in vain for a black cross indicating where the body 
was found, the eatery in a passage leading to the kitchen 
with a pair of french windows to cool the food and provide 
access to the small yard and decaying garden. The kitchen, 
and opening off hittthree doors; one to the!) alley.leading 
past the side of the house to the street, one pair of double 
doorsgiving into a passageway convertible bathroom also con- 
taining a larder, and one door yes it does stick a little 
on the lino leads into our box bedroom, one single bed and 
enough floor to walk round two sides of it, centrally cooled 
by an illfitting window and running cold water down the walls 
because the whole place is jerrybuilt on to the main buil- 
ding. A second door from the bedroom leads to the lavatory 
and washbasin in convenient proximity, the interpretation 
of whose sound effects affords constant entertainment to 


the occupiers of both this room and the master bedroom 
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62 
opening off the lavatory and occupying the entire width of 
the annexe at the back. This had been taken by the woman 
and her lover seeing as how they had done the work. Four 
bare cupboards, two damp single beds, one french window to 
the grounds and a door to the bathroom convertible passage- 
way thence back to the kitchen again. 

We came out into the street and walked back up to 
get a bus into town. It was a hot sleepy afternoon, and I 
felt thenythatrtastelonsmy tongue sthatbewwas to ibecome «the 
vyeryenalimarttot huhateplacesandewhat hist hdild to sus¥ 

I was sickened at the whole sleazy scene, told you 
as much, at which you went petulant as a spoilt child and 
said there was eee ath hid eversdcnera bout peindingia 
place, what did I expect with the money we had, if I was so 
fussy you weren't asking me to live there why didn't I 
find somewhere better.) 'I meanteto anyway but ‘that is ‘not 
the points elrmmissedsentirelyethe hollow-ineyour)!peéevish 
Worce mE hepsi hastehinteot your Landing lroughsafter tthe vlong 
pleasure flight. You were asking me for help, and all I 
felt was what a drag you could be at times. Some money I 
had lent you over the summer you repayed when your grant 
aiwhved jeantmwith fthdis higtookethesiirstercom Decouldifind 
at the proper twisty end of town, an icy abode on the rise 
above that street we had lived in ourselves, once upon a 
time. meebo wesenothingsmjust aprooms | <I ncould:.have)found 


better, a room for two, a refuge and alternative, but I was 
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lazy, I would have had to find work again, flat hunting a 
bore. I took the place for the huge abstract canvas on the 
wall, which the landlord removed a week after I moved. Any- 
way, we had never bothered to worry for ourselves before. 
the: towns tookicaresof that ,;rmandtiwouldvagain: 

It turned out that the nearest bus stop that would 
take me across town to you was exactly the one that had 
used to take me, early in the morning, home to soggy break- 
fastsat .myvboardingéhouse. | itewass there! Ii waitedteach 
freezing night, having walked down the hill, learning how 
very far out you were, since the list of buses I could take 
was reduced to two and I came to know those final divergences 
whiche inefact. distinguishvoner routes from another;iwhilerfor 
my previous simple needs they had all been one. These are 
thesjottingssthat surrender this lifelofs<ours:is Isolation 
in a great sprawl of ugly houses stacked up tight, and trap- 
ped in the centre the very gloomy of gloomies, the inner 
Grotyorrcepression; ouraroomelwithiallesaroundait thetred 
buick walls. The room, the flat, the house, the street, the 
suburb. All this became flatly clear as the cold minutes and 
useless buses passed me, ystandingrat that same stop; just 
round the corner from the four steps leading up to our room, 
SursebunLongerer dgieltias rmieiteweresyou),»thatcroom,vand.tL 
had left you and saw you sitting with someone else, laughing, 
that room with the light on and curtains drawn, where some 


strange person slept in our bed. 


————— 
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And now I still do not know who they are, only the 
sudden thumps and maniac howls percolate down. What should 
Etde2e Complain vto thetbandlord? tOntperhapse@write saastife 
totter Stosethetpaperteoneartsir , sAllbowGme ibotappropriate a 
modicum of your space to comment on the deterioration in the 
standard of behaviour of young people occupying my old room. 
I well remember that when I. When I was reading the paper 
theMothensnigntyiveamatacross yar liteLletparagnaphsingthe 
advice column, where Aunty Madge was replying to a teenage 
secretary who had fallen hopelessly in love with her boss 
and whose only pleasure in life was seeing him at the office 
although she knew he was happily married and old enough to 
be her father. At your age, replies sprightly nonagenarian 
Madge, at your age you can make a complete break with this 
infatuation which as you know yourself is hopeless and can 
only lead to unhappiness. Let's face it, despair cannot 
last for ever and even if you were decidedly miserable for 
two years after the break, well you'd still only be twenty 
one. 

That's right ducky. Look for new interests among 
EHESACLIVAties Of your friends\jj\or,ifoall else’ failssbuyta 
CanclenesLicecaisspich@and cuntlessssolutionsvarenat hands 
The county river authority require a supply of chestnut bat 
faggots, stumps and poles. Rain shatters soccer scene. 
Council blunder decision. Ashamed. Ah, if people had only 


half the vitality of their evening paper how easy life would 
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65 
be. She has torn off half the centre sheet and wiped the 
knife on it. The paper lies on the table with a greasy 
crease across it. It is strange that with her this action 
appears isolated, unconnected, a random instance of a 
Slatternly mind, whereas with you it would have been lost at 
BUCeRINpthe.Elurcy not athe mead. you were making. I ‘see her 
only in brief exposures separated by the iron shutter that 
LS.my, sense of you, and her every :gesture appears grotesque 
and contorted, lacking all rhythm and reason, features 
without a face. I cannot realize her. I must watch the 
paper, perhaps she's been writing to the woman about this 
dishy but dishpassionate bloke she's arse over tit in love 
with though she knows that he's happily married to his past 
andeold senougiatowbe shis.tather, 

Our life now folded up and went into hibernation, 
the pulse rate dropped to the minimum required to crawl from 
thes bedsto theskitchen tovthe lhayatory.and sback)to.bed.,. If 
only I knew a little of how you saw it all, see it, but then 
DP never troubled to enquire sand owai tunis ttoowlate..—To une 
the whole long months we spent in that place seem only a 
dreary prelude to that moment when, for a brief fortnight, 
we meshed again and acted in earnest. And even now I don't 
know which was the more vile, that sterile daze or the 
vicious finale. 

Gonevatiewi thet spent the day over at my own place, 


perched above the park, watching the ducks squawking and 
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66 
foraging through the big pond with its axle of rhododendrons, 


women sitting on benches gazing after their kids as they 
crawled through ambush and undergrowth and thinking how 
having babies is one thing and bringing them up quite 
another, old men swinging sticks and talking to themselves 
Ene thes beter *winter“dusk?* Tate beans *on™coast and-saw 
the’ three-streetlamps* defining the’crescent appéar in®the 
gloom. And then later in the chilly bare room I would grad- 
ually become aware that for some time past my thoughts had 
been concerned with their apparent object, the view outside 
and in, but were aimed over the town at you. I had ex- 
hausted*the*possibilities of=solitude. 4@r*picked@up"myecoat 
and scarf and locked the door behind me. And even then, 
rather as a memory of those dead first weeks than as a 
warning, but even then I realized sharply just what that 
side of my life that was you meant, and what unspeakable 
mental immurement must result from exhausting the echoes of 
enesele and having =nothing =toedo but Ygevon *lastening. 

the bus »cook™ around half an hotir before dropping 
me at a stop near a post box, the only unrepeated feature 
on that long and perfectly straight road flanked with thin 
trees and dipping slightly, so that one could not make out 
wiere MErendedl= Lt¥was*cold and darktand*always slightly 
foggy on those windless evenings. I walked along a little 
and turned off down the street that ran straight down to 


the sea, but a sea invisible, flat and featureless as the 
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67 
land, kept tidily shut away behind a low breakwater topped 
by the promenade. Counting street lamps, the house I often 
mistook and entered one strange to me, the house with its 
pointless rosebushes in the front and red and white tiled 
hall with cracks so intricate as to form themselves a pat- 
Peropoprsonts i netite rdoor sot tthe Fhivingmroom, aselassicunis- 
nomer, half panelled with heavy Victorian stained glass 
ribbedewitheleads »And inside, ch jas tsure.as)fate ,our 
flatmates, he treading, esheéfcookind | Bothyequablly tal lLsand 
painfully thin, with the etiolated appearance of stretched 
nubber. While rt yonlyecame sfor ¢thednighteL did snot stake 
them very seriously, with their weird looks and offhand 
manner. Besides, neither of us were very interested in 
flatmates as people. evchose@gouyn Enbends); carctubly,.aurhe 
woman told me you were in the bedroom, and so you were, 
pleased to see me for the same sweet reasons I was to see 
you I expect, as a pleasant change from the rest of the day. 
Neither of us seemed to realise how very different a thing 
this was to the unobtrusive obsession we had used to have 
for each other. We had simply passed without noticing to 
another way of being together. The room was really too 
small to hold both of us if either wanted to work, you had 
to go out to the front room where there was a table, and 
where the pussies would be eating or talking or being. So 


small a thing as not having a table in the room. 
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Your came "tow haver al look-at my*place} butY@t* was: no 
possibility. Small and intensely cold, for I who need the 
cold to keep my brain awake had no heater, and with only a 
feeble little electric cooker which ate shillings as a 
bear fish you soon stopped thinking of that Wayouts? Yétti 
remember one incident from the few times you came to see me 
ehere;Vearlys one ™ (le was in-theraieternoonto webtrweahto 
christen the room by making love in it, on the hard lumpy 
mattress. And then I could not find a towel for you to wipe 
‘yourself with and had to give you the dishcloth. We dressed 
quickly, for it was cold, and tried to settle to the quiet 
orthaving*’made, lovevs* But®it°wasd too tharsh,cthe room, our 
actions stood out strangely against the walls undisguised 
by use, sheer white. You put down the book you had brought 
and came over to me where I sat, staring out at the pruned 
down agony of the trees. You put on your brown woollen 
coat with the high collar that came up to your ears and said 
youMwere?going*back.= etold* youl dMstayt and! comet oversat 
the usual time. And then I° took hold’ of your*furze shoulders 
and pulling you, who responded to the familiar tug, kissed 
your thin mouth and cold smooth cheek. And I remember the 
peculiar surplus of emotion in your eyes as perhaps in mine, 
which I thought only a sudden softness of love come out for 
no reason. But now it seems to me that that moment was 
different in kind from all we had known, that what touched 
us then was something we had never felt before and were 


troubled by without knowing, a moment of regret. And al- 
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69 
though it was all blown away in the briskness of your 
parting words, something about what you were getting) Tor 
SUDpeuA yoteace. hearduyvour ltootsteps on stherstairs and 
Neard thestront ;door shut_I thought of you with sadness, 
though I had no idea why, and remembered once you had left 
my boarding room after a few words from me had brought you 
near to tears, and how I had been unable to stay with the 
thought of your bursting face walking lonely up the street 
and had run after you and found you at home, quietly ironing 
a blouse. And again I had that sudden urge to run quickly 
and) JON aVOuU ; ys tay swith, you; beforenitiwas .tooulate. esToo 
late for what? I would be seeing you in a couple of hours, 
you nadanet -been sad or insulted... Why this absurd sfear, this 
needecopkeepayou inesight? lt cot up, switched on the light 
and thought no more about it. 

And so the long months to Christmas dragged by. 
ALter) september my goal has always been Christmas, with its 
promise of a new year and the young months with their names 
fullpof open, clear sheets to be covered where October and 
November are torn and crumpled pieces of botch work, foul 
papers from drafts made earlier in the year. A stupid myth 
DLS thecc liters. Arter lall, we met in November but) nothing 
happened until January. Gradually I went back less and 
lessyto my room over town. It had little to offer except 
privacy, and was a long and expensive journey away morning 


and night. As the holidays approached my inertia got the 
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70 
Detrer Orme -and=i Took co staying the ‘day “in your room, 
usually in bed. As you were away all day at the Tibrary ; 
working for your coming examinations, this did not mean we 
Saw a great deal more of each other. What it meant was that 
I saw a great deal more of our neighbours, who were slowly 
and very surely getting on my wick. No doubt it was simply 
living at such close quarters that brought my irritation 
to the boil, for it came to have much the same effect on we 
two, who had chosen to be together. But even a bite can 
madden if there is nothing to do but sit and scratch it. 
And although VOUTGO DC On qurre Welt aviti tne firm ale rr rer, 
I could not stomach either of them at sight. It literally 
put me off my food to look at them, their emaciated bodies 
and white sickly skin. I remember one night I was feeling 
queasy I brought up the vomit just by imagining them taking 
a bath together, a pastime they indulged in fairly regularly. 
so, they were disgusting to look ‘at and lean minded with 
it, and there were two of them, making up more than the sum 
of their individual charms, yet you see worse on the top 
deck of the bus every day. What gave them an almost magic 
power over us was the fact that we could not evade them, yet 
they had room enough never to cross us had they wished. Not 
only was their bedroom twice the size of ours and quite 
Bossi oleeto Tivetin, but they had’ also heard’ that the’ Land- 
lady was letting another room in the house, and snapped it 


Hipp cacy Tairy Loom in’ the’ old part of the building, facing 
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tie 'strect.s, Yet Mnvspite: ofvelldiwthis: they! contrived: -tomspend 
most of their time in the communal living room, ostensibly 
watching television, thus driving us either to remain cooped 
up in our broom cupboard or to share their dour company, 

for even when we did venture out they made us feel we were 
intruding. These grossly unequal desserts were spirit in 
thesores)werhadjifromithe: fouls place) anyway .o.ecTo:thinky, as: we 
did think many many times, that they had the run of two 

Looms teach) largerthan ours ~rand one of which we’ could: have 
had “ourselves: hadvweuheard faboutw t. eaijecoudd chaveistaken: ab 
and left the other, a perfect arrangement. Except that no 
one» had thought tortell usvs 'Thatcthey should)thave.the) best 
bedroom was bad enough, but to rent another room in the 

house and then occupy the living room every evening! 

How petty all this would sound to people who have 
never had to share rooms and think love is love wherever it 
is lived. And perhaps it is, perhaps we were petty lovers 
and our love a slight and shallow affair, judged by those 
standards. Yc often thought "so lat the ’time, just as since 2 
have) come: toethitihroi nit eis tayauniidiiels, potent amalgam of 
the best and worst in both of us. But I do not really 
believe it was these chance combinations of wretchedness 
that broke us up. What they did was to take us at the very 
moment when we most needed to grow and change, and love can- 
notestandustilr. Anyway I have no interest in inquests 


when your evidence is lost. I only want to confess my part 
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IZ, 
in all this, by a written statement signed in the presence 
of my memories. You can hardly care about it any longer 
anyway, and place and the malevolent season keep their own 
counsel as always. 

We were back with the tight of the previous winter, 
resisting again, but in place of that vague insecurity and 
resentment our grievances were sharply defined and brought 
home to Us atl each vinstant. Our world of two was constantly 
blundering myopically into paltry irritations of every kind, 
in themselves nothing but forming a power which was getting 
at us; Was out sto get (us. You wanted to, wash your hands, 
but the pussies were in the bathroom. We wanted peace io 
work, they had the television blaring in the front room or 
were mumbling at one another in the kitchen. We would have 
liked a change of wall, but not necessarily their company 
with it. You were ready to cook dinner, they were already 
dowmgeso. sail Stiny matters, ibutsconstant, a grit in the 
shoe that eventually draws the mind from its reason for 
walking. You dived under the bedclothes head first and lay 
with your feet flapping on the pillow, repeating fuck fuck 
fuck in the muffled bed. There was no Way out. It was im- 
possible to arrange a compatible scheme with these people 
WhGsresented our being there in the first place. To get 
anything for ourselves was to shout and keep shouting, which 


wore us out until we cared no longer, wanting only quiet and 
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73 
Sleep. It was this sense of having constantly to fight the 
creeping intrusions on our real life that made us sick and 
tired, as in a dream when some strand of Sanity knows that 
ANA ENVS sts absurd and’ impossible, but 1¢ goes on, and on. 

We used all our considerable arsenal of wit in our 
attempts to discharge these feelings of outrage and con- 
tempt for the ugly and successful pair. They spoke to each 
other in long heated whispers that suddenly touched their 
chords and became short howls, at once quietened. At moments 
of particular emotion they called each other Puss, a per 
name no more mawkish than many of ours, but which came to 
sum for us everything we loathed in them, their crassness 
andgesentimental@riy, their selfishness and Selrsurriciency. 
I suppose no one likes living at close quarters with people 
who so resemble themselves. At any rate we took great de- 
light in shortening their sweeting by one letter, and tT 
should have liked to have seen their faces if they had 
Opened our door during one of their passionate dialogues 
ineche Kitchen and beheld Us sitting on the bed mouthing 
Pus Pus to the accompaniment of every slobbery grimace and 
obscene gesture we could invent. 

These are the good memories, and there should have 
been no others, this insolence of our surroundings might 
still have brought out our good and bad in extreme and left 
us unscarred. We had sat tight often enough before, waiting 


for the sun. But by now there were other forces at work, 
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the battering we had taken abroad had shaken the whole 
structure, blocking old channels and opening new along which 
much of our festering energy was directed away from the 
game of securing our position as two against the rest and 
into quite personal dreams of breaking out, with the other 
scenasipart of sthetpresentaprison) ranproductiof the-old 
order. -At»least I suppose it wasesoffor you» too. I cannot 
go on qualifying my ignorance, it is time to make a few 
assertions. Whether you because I or I more than you wished 
for another face and so missed a whole dimension in the face 
we saw each day, robbing each day of the next, each word of 
its resonance until our talk only cracked the air and the 
subtle harmonies lof yyourhyoice wore, thingas that ofia 
chanting child, why the threads and skeins of love that 
underlay all we did were broken and shrivelled like burnt 
Plasticy IAdongtaknow @lwcandtesay erigamenosanalystdot 
love, an alchemist rather: Nor is this a whodunnit of the 
heart. We all know who bere there anernonsurpriseswin 
store, I have nothing up my sleeve but words. The only 
question is what exactly was done, and why, why? And though 
I have spent and will spend many hours wondering how far my 
dissatisfaction became yours and by reflection grew, it is 
Dorecesiiy Maceraelag This Gsimy storyyiand Ibmsstuck-to it. 

Of course the gradual hardening of the space be- 
tween us, this is only a metaphor. We did not live our 


lives as an inevitable process of separation leading to a 
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point but simply got on with it, and if we seemed more taci- 
turn and selfish than before, a little more like a middle 
aged married couple, then we blamed the place, looked for- 
ward to bed, made some coffee, closed our eyes and breathed 
out, scratched an itchy pimple, smiled. We had never been 
particularly demonstrative and a stranger coming by chance 
to our room would have made little of us. We passed our 
time either in silence or fragmented conversation inter- 
spersed with the peculiar spectral jokes we found funny and 
those vaudeville routines that our serious talk was at any 
moment liable to swing into and disintegrate. We had too 
little faith in the importance of holding views on things 
tefainnthemgtorslong Ualaanmaucekoas and it was this con- 
stant imminence of ridicule that made our talk Light and 
flexible. | 

And this is a whole chapter of my sick longing for 
you, when I try and talk to other women and find myself 
suddenly alone, while she touches her hair and agrees with- 
Cut hearinas = La just eohnete adapt myself to these lumbering 
conversations alla tedesca with their grinding changes of 
gear. I disappear and materialize behind her head, turn a 
somersault and pull out the light socket, explode in several 
directions condensing in a brief crystal of sense which 
promptly vanishes as I laugh the whole thing away. And her 
face! Her earnest expression as, catching up with some point 


I made half an hour ago, she repeats it word for word like 
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someone reading a foreign language, subtly misinterprets 
the whole thing and then agrees with me. You've got to be 
Sincere, she elas me, and say what you really think. How 
can I tell her that I never really think? She has the sort 
of mind whose ideas could be entered as distinguishing marks 
on her passport. And when I remember you, throwing in a 
nonsense notion to confuse things, or seriously trying to 
bring out some lurking word while doodling on the work you 
were doing, or saying in mock stubborness well it says so 
in the book, or breaking up an argument you could not follow 
with frenzied scalp scratching and a frown of parody puzzle- 
ment suddenly put aside as you caught a real thought by the 
tail and broughthatyout wiehwasclearn brevityhenarelettime 
gaping, or abandoned the whole subject with a stamp of your 
feck; ewho cares itisyalliea @oad ofsold craépTanywayjcand 
Went huntangatornayouninaid varnishyadtringethe peaceful 
application of which you would suddenly resume the conver- 
sation, which had all become clear in another key. 

This was the side of our life which at once richened 
and splintered from the rest under pressure. When we were 
able to realize our own thing this was it and it was good, 
but far more often the weight of the world, personified by 
our flat hates; was stoo great for-our vaprous chat to bear 
and we sat in dour silence and locked heads. How well I 


remember that feeling of utter helplessness, sitting slumped 
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on the bed, fingering again and again the same set of stupid 
useless*dead alternatives; gocout to the front room, go. Loy 
a walk, get a bus into town. And in the evenings when at 
last sleep time came round and we heard the pussies packing 
up in the front room and strolling through to the bedroom 
they had not seen since the morning, perhaps stopping to 
take a long splashy bath behind our heads, then farting and 
shitting and pissing and sponging and brushing in the bath- 
room at our feet, and finally, skin clean and bladders empty, 
retiring to bed, “there to “thump “the “bédstéad "on the wall be= 
side us in spasmodic bouts of solemn sex. While we lay too 
exhausted even to undress, dully suffering others to live. 

And although I remember one night when as we made 
love you suddenly started to pant rhythmically and drool 
poosie oh pussy wussy puss puss miaow, and I laughéd so 
much I came at once and we lay in each other's arms purring 
like giant cats and shaking with laughter and love, though 
I remember that I also remember the nights when I found you 
half asleep when I finally made up my mind for bed, and you 
shivered and threw off the hand I touched you with, curling 
up into yourself and leaving me only your cold arse to press 
against. 

And so, the necessary amount of time having passed, 
we travelled home for the Christmas holidays, back to the 
land where half my thoughts were kept, locked up in those 
quiet streets and the person of that strange gawky girl who 


touched my life only occasionally, but at its source. We 
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took a train up north to the harbour station, where the 
lamps strung on wires were bucking in the near gale off the 
sea. It was very cold, but in spite of being dressed for an 
evening at the theatre we rejected the beery squalor of the 
steerage saloon for the clean and bitter deck where we fin- 
ally hollowed out a space in a stack of deckchairs and fell 
into a cramped and broken sleep with the tarpaulin over us 
and the wind streaming through the slatted heap. We might 
easily have died from exposure, but our lack of proper 
clothing and refusal to join the queasy masses inside in the 
warm neatly exemplify that mixture of arrogance and in- 
eptitude that we were. 

You - stayed home just» long enough to give us»a serious 
scare when your period was overdue sixteen days, and then 
cerurcned’ LOvtownyebothecosworkiand ttotcarry outlatlittle 
strategic manoeuvre we had deciudedgupons SATter agfortnight 
of waiting for you to bleed I for one was sure we had lost, 
and in a few days went rapidly through all the stock 
reactions from fear to pride. I had just convinced myself 
that the only viable approach to life was to immerse one- 
self in it by having babies and mortgages and suffering the 
joys and cae of common humanity when you told me you 
had gone up the pole, and I breathed deeply and put these 
sentiments back in the icebox. And so I remained, passive 
to the sure sense of pattern which operated upon my life in 
that country. I willed nothing, but with a perfect rhythm 


of their own events unfolded into me, using me as a ground 
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cn which to realize themselves. Again I met the girl, 
by a sequence of chances that could have happened nowhere 
else. At a party one evening, she coming down the stairs 
and I going to go up, we suddenly put our arms about each 
Other and kissed, on a,level, for she was exactly a stair 
shorter than me. Then broke and looked at each other, 
asking what had happened and what Condos with Meanewie —S ball 
without speaking we went out into the blustery night, clouds 
dusting down the bare sky, went for a walk down the deserted 
street where every wall was a seam of the night, each Step 
takeneaqalist’ the grain ot time £éelt on the face,, inside a 
head that was the heart of the night sounding with each 
seep. We spoke few words; then or ever, for it: seemed 
that speech was too vague a way to say anything, we were 
afraid of its jarring associations with the reality we had 
left only a little way behind us, at the street corner. 

She was unremarkable to look at, though her face 
had a certain butterfly beauty that would soon ianealse and 
set in a common mould. But her manner, which in company 
she disliked was the most horribly gauche I have ever seen, 
became when she eased graceful with an unstudied originality 
that was almost a physical attribute, a breathless expression 
of herself before her face turned plain and made such ex- 
Dreéssion ridiculous... She acted in relief. 

We stood and leaned on the parapet of the railway 


bridge, touching each other but not this miraculous ambiguity 
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we Were afraid of allowing to resolve into any familiar 
Shape. And it was this fear of ourselves which was tangible, 
which sealed the originality of the moment with a token 

we could feel and know to be true. Then we kissed again, 

and I noted with surprise that the feel of her mouth rather 
disgusted me. We walked back to the Party .and shortiy atter 
she left. 

We were spared the temptation of interfering with 
this given and unspeakable sense of Sympathy. Both then and 
a year later, when the sequence was repeated blow by blow, 
we had too short a time together to spoil it or the promise 
of a future which never arrived, as though we had exhausted 
Lts possibilities in the letters we exchanged between. 

We Met-only once more that holiday, thanks to the 
return ticket I had in my wallet. I went up to her house 
for that evening, my last. Already I could feel the tension 
seeking a resting place, we talked nervously and spent much 
of the time listening to records and staring at the clock 
for the hour the ship would leave. And if we could we would 
have killed the very thing we fed on, the fact of separation. 
For it seemed then we could have spent our lives together, 
Slowly exploring each other and this common blood group we 
had found. Certainly we could never have resisted the desire 
LOmecy yew bLNOUluetnesintervention,of blind fact. “This is 


what made the affair unique, that the simple contingency of 
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81 
coming and going forced us to sublimate our designs in 
imagination, to live vicariously, which was the true and 
only reality of our live. We said goodbye, and already the 
words were past, spoken by another. We lived with every 
fibre and nerve in us prickling, and yet observed ourselves 
living with the passionate disinterest with which one studies 
the photograph of an old forgotten love. I caught the bus 
that wheeled me down the wide and lighted streets to the 
docks, my skull full of becoming. 

A change of trains at a windswept junction and I 
was back again, the following noon, but back from what, 
back to what? A holiday romance, like a dream, back to 
vealtuy.4 plheevyed {the lerowds)drist bing pabout ptheistreets fethe 
occasional handmade specimens pressing their way through, 
anxious to demonstrate their marked and passing minutes, 
the solid facades of houses wormeaten with rooms changing 
Hands sbyajche, monthieiyeNobody Harves| imethis towm. sett is) a 
place to visit, act out some selected scene and leave, an 
illusion of community sustained only by a ceaseless deton- 
ation of happening as the passing crowds drop in and drop 
out, popping like bubbles in the rarefied absurdity of a 
town which exists only as a backdrop exists, an unfocused 
haze that would be conspicuous in its absence. 

I stepped experimentally into enstrikangereplica 
of a bus, and felt a wild desire to laugh as the driver got 


in and we started to move. It was as if the bird in the 
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82 
painted sky had flown out into the theatre, squawking and 
alive. I inspected the view outside with amazement. They 
had really gone to great trouble. That fat and lardy mother 
with her sticky mouthed brat, how perfectly they had cap- 
tured the years of vulgarity which had broken the lines of 
CaeBOncCe sau Lac 1 Venu) m1 sone. could istill extrapolate from 
the slum of her body. And the hard young women cleaving 
the street in secure possession of their beauty, laboriously 
unaware of themselves. Indeed it was only when I recalled 
to,mindsthe image of the night. before, its subtlety and. re— 
straint, the: inexpressible statement of her eyes as I 
turned to go, not sorrow and not love, nor despair nor 
nostalgia but a simplicity which expressed nothing and meant 
everything, name every emotion you can imagine and subtract 
them from the total experience, her eyes held what is left, 
which is simply everything, only when I summoned up that view 
did I realize how crude and forced was all this swollen 
Show. stand, once noticed it was obvious,, the fractional over- 
emphasis, the embarrassing insistence on reality, the 
Colours Loo, bigots andevarious, whe noises slightly too 
complex, the crowd scenes too busy and true to life, the 
toLal gabsence of Control... All the people played their parts 
well enough, but it was not their show, one could see they 
were only extras trying to please. It was a parody of 
Geagsiiy,) Witt l sthe trimmings but nowhere the intention, 
the sensed direction that would bring these details out of 


overstatement and into perspective. I felt a soaring free- 
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dom, a power in my willless progression where these clowns 
set foot after heavy foot in a laborious attempt to prove 
tat they were-reallyiwalking. 

And much becomes clear at this nexus, where again 
joereltmy relation to the town Gdetine itselt. "In those 
early days after leaving your bed in the morning I had felt 
for the first time that I fitted with no overlap into my 
Surroundings, that I was an object among objects, a man 
among men. But now it was precisely my distinction that 
defined mé, not my participation. “I felt no real arrogance 
or superiority, one does not feel proud not being a dog or 
despise dogs for not being human. These puppets around me 
were amusing or disgusting as parodies of humanity, but 
that humanity was my own secret and they were no more trying 
POeCtuI alow tiated Darking. dog 2S trying to “speak. “The 
distinction was simply that I was living tuned to the wave- 
length on which the faint signals of my personality emanated 
from their mysterious source. I was playing my own game at 
Tas. 

How should I face you, knowing what I knew now? 

For this is where the plot gets unbearably tangled, involving 
such huge slices of myself, each one precluding the other, 
that I wonder if I can even rough them out, let alone pre- 
seLtve that delicate balance and relation without which it 
will all resolve into ae readymade problems of psychology. 


in my life there were now two lives, two loves. You, the 
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creature I lived with and loved as a human Deangquwith ali 
the wealth and confusion I have been Lrying> te’ transcribes 
hLoswmsteviof fraheress And she, that awkward point of de- 
parture for my trips into another kind of ure Mbue whose 
face Hascouldguot wasuadi ze except as expression and whose 
manner was that of the young coffeebar mystic she was, as 

a person. How pleasant and tidy it would be simply to dis- 
miss one of you here and now, with a phrase picked from a 
plump novel. I soon came to see that my love for you was 
an affection of the flesh, my spirit cried to you Gnivaint 
Or, My love for her was the love of an ageing romantic for 
his youth, of a disillusioned idealist for the last blossom. 
left unplucked in the wilderness of his mind. Oh aye. 
Cranmer was not noble but thick, we would all willingly 
thrust our hand into the flames if we knew with his blind 
faith which it was had offended. 

As it was I modulated from the exaltation I felt 
with, or rather through her, to the warmth I feltewitheyou,; 
without noticing. For we have been in the bus all this time, 
and as I got out and found myself again in the wide midday 
street my storm of self subsided and the world slid back 
into focus, and though I now had myselfsininy sights too; 

I knew I could never communicate this. From the outside 
personality means character and will tolerate a wide range 
of behaviour, but from within it is Simply a very distinct 


sense of having ground underfoot. How often I had been 
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amazed that no one had remarked my wild vertigo as that 
ground veered and pitched, how they accepted me as the same 
person, who had just exhausted a whole repetoire of disguises 
before their eyes. But the subtle adjustments of private 
self hardly make flicker ythe gross }gauge cof tthe public 
persona, and I knew that all my vast emotion at having come 
home to myself would never register on anyone else. You 
would see me the same, and it was as that generally similar 
person that I was going to have to live with you. 

We had arranged a coup to settle accounts with our 
dumb friends. Having returned a week before them you had 
cleared all their belongings out of the big bedroom and 
into ouns, installing) uswin ithe hlargersnoom and explaining 
politely when they arrived that as we payed half the rent 
we expected a fair share of the space, and as they had 
another room in the house they could not possibly object. 
in gleeiuily,~anspectedi.our mew mefuge,. dtsesize and SECU 1 bye 
Now at least they could no longer get at us from all sides, 
we had a wall to our backs. You too were much happier, I 
Saw at once, sorting your clothes through the big cupboards, 
sprawling bottles of makeup and books and paper all over 
the dresser, luxurniating in| burning, questions. suchas: whether 
to stack your shoes over here or over there, breaking up 
the two beds from the centre of the room to give us space 
to pace, for we were used to sleeping in a single bed and 


anyway the sheets wouldn't really stretch over two, damp 
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as they were. We went out to dinner, came back and spent 
half the night screwing away in our new couch of lust with 
its funny pink wollen sheets and matching counterpane. We 
were happier that day than for many months, and on the 
strength of it I gave up my escape hatch on the other side 
Of Cown.# It was “as if we had* turned) ‘some. ‘corner andymany 
things had clarified .-'"< “thank new 1twasUsump lye thats the 
turbulence of warm and cold had subsided during the holiday. 
We had at last grown accustomed to not leaning on each 
other so much, to a distance which made our life together 
easier by as much as it destroyed its meaning. We agreed 
Lactely Not .oO «Care so much. 

Tt was obvious how this had occurred in my case, of 
you leknow nothing. *“Bur *perhapswatter fall @uciwas ronly 
your growing realization that the things you really wanted 
were not those I had to offer, as with me, except that your 
needs were more immediate and infinitely more available. At 
any rate, we both figured our very different lacks in the 
same way, aS a vague hankering for foreign countries. This 
had always been a theme of ours, tied in with clumsy in- 
vective against our present circumstances. But as with the 
SroniuOL Oulm utLire,™ Lore wnich=itewasea metaphonuthistan-— 
terest in abroad had been infected by our. actual experience 
Cm overmciicecummers | OUn tocalit aidlure to coalescesthen 
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practice it had not worked, so we were wrong, either about 
ourselves or about each other. And faced with a choice be- 
tween our ideals and a partner whose appeal had always been 
a little too inmediate to fit Casi ly into them, we 
Sacrificed each other without a qualm. However good our 
life together was then we had to assume the future would be 
better, but without the other, who had failed to make 1 SG 
in practice. This transference of hope to a future split 
from our present life made that life infinitely easier, 
since we no longer expected enyvining from it. “lt wacea 
pastime, we could relax. There was no longer anything to 
Lose, OCAWwLn. 

And so we spent the long January evenings leafing 
through folders and looking at maps. And although we never 
actually discussed the matter, it was somehow assumed that 
we would not be going to the same place. And yet how much 
Of ehis was Stall me. After you left, after the letters 
had sunk in I found myself reeling around in huge fields of 
possibility I had never seen before. With all these doubts 
and ambiguities it becomes easy to mess every Cningaiip, (co 
ascribe to you motives I only considered then, which I quite 
POsst uly called up to still the pain of losing you by de- 
valuation of your memory. 

It is safest to stick to the memories of the moment. 


Perhaps they too lie, but I think such lies as one accepts 
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at the time are always more intimate exemplars of reality 
than any conclusion after the event, for they command a 

sense Of theyenuehuit only theebettermcotconceal it. tAnd 
Lemtherewis Oneltpiaturesremainsaotsablethatstime, ibrbsiof 
your sweet vague face poised on a balance where a single 

word from me might have swung you. For though you struck 

out your grand plans with the calm confidence of someone 
seeing clear, I must not now fall for the trick that fooled 
me then, must not now attribute to you a brand of harsh deal- 
ing with those we love that is mine, not yours, you who never 
in all that time so much as lifted a finger to defend or re- 
venge ‘yourself whennI pickedgupoother: girls atiparties »or; sas 
once ,winsubtediyou victouskyminhthe companyroft yournsriends. 
When I only think. If aamanuhasrnontixed point heecanicall 
himself, if he can change utterly from mood to mood and 

call this true and then abuse it, if he acts only with re- 
ference-to his heaving self until everything he sees he sees 
only as an aspect of that»self, then what has a soft and 
vulnerable creature’ like you to do with such a spastic man? 
You are well away, for though I cannot imagine a worse thing 
than what I did to you, I know that if there is I would have 
done it. Leave me to the people who only play at living, as 
I do, for we have ways and means of healing the wounds we 
get. But you, you who gave everything you had, sunk firmly 


in the moving body of time, you deserve better than that, and 


mie “2 : x 
. = - >i , - 6 = “. 
* | J 





i . | A ane ee ‘ apa 


VEST 24 J@sqe 6 Ast 








“how & i f a ar 
ot, ae ei 


" 


aI : 


‘ ove i Rican: ee 
ols, ied x a 






id 
4) 
a. wir <4 92 
. =e i. 









89 





I hope, as I have never hoped for another before, I hope and 
WisietnaterOue will get it . 

Oh you would have gone with me then, no doubt of it, 
but it was I, I was the one that spoke I for we, throwing 
you from me like an old ring, intoxicated with the unexplored 
possibilities of the life I had glimpsed over Christmas. And 
sO» you. took the lead I gave you, and we discussed in an ob- 
jective way where we each wanted to go, and why, and com- 
pared notes like the civilized people we were. 

One morning a letter arrived for me, the shock of 
seeing my name in the unfamiliar handwriting and purple 
ink I knew could only belong to one person. Everything that 
Radebecn crrclingsloosesin my head was there, defined on 
paper in the shift my name underwent simply because she had 
Writtensit. By luck it arrived with the second post, while 
YoOusweresoult;wand ] tat once realized that I would keep this 
whole side of my life away from you. Which surprised me, 

EOC VOne OL Che few ways our actions matched our talk was in 
an openness over other friendships, simply because we as- 
sumed they would be no more. Occasionally you would tell 

me) that one of your admirers had asked you out to. eat or to 
the cinema, was that all right? And the question meant only, 
I haven't forgotten anything else I'm supposed to be doing 
have I? We both believed that what we shared was too rare 


a sympathy to be broken by anything but an internal dis- 
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affection with the sympathy itself. We did not fear variety 
of experience, for we knew only a change of heart could 
break us up, and there was nothing we could do about that. 
Of course you could.go out with your lovers, .in. fact. I 
was rather relieved since it eased me of the obligation to 
Paceeyoulout myselt, wand 1 was Lazy. 

But standing, there in the cracked and silent hall, 
holding my letter, it occurred to me spontaneously that this 
Was sanother matter. Itsinvolvyed, in other words,, the change 
Of neartawe could do nothing about. .But Lt, wasenor working 
out in quite the clear cut fashion I had expected, this and 
Leere: OresvOLstlat sg inetact or course. [eyas temperamen- 
tally unftitted for either.or, wishing really.all the doors 
LOsbe Open ion ever, never having the courage of my,fickle 
moods. So I resolved to send her a poste restante and :keep 
the letters among my other papers, a hiding place so obvious 
Piere was a,oood chance Of you never finding them, and I do 
nou know sto this day if you.ever did, .and if .so what you 
made of them. 

they were my first contact with her.as a personality, 
for everything we had hesitated to attempt in shaky con- 
versation we poured out, in Tie sii ght rhetoric of our. letters. 
And this is precisely the difference, the line of demar- 
cation in my head between you and she. For with you it was 
the live twitching wire of speech that carried our words, 


OULalouLeLo were cold, Clumsy and silent. But with her I 








= 
a 
ay 
\ 
; -_ 
W MO. 
z ‘ ; 
na 
2 c _39 
, 
f @ 76 
3 
q 
r : 
4 | 
: ‘y | 
- - re a 


a) - *, 7 ro + a. » 
ee ee 99 3 Lash yits ay 
_ 


a4. (toe 2 40% peg ad oF 


oS * i Boye 7 
He ns 28 al 


. = ae nt ae 
-£ hei: 





4 
achieved on paper a depth and complexity of understanding 
that I would not have thought possible. Only on paper of 
course, but why the less actual for that? She wrote them 
usually at school, in the stale afternoons of the Le DEAL, 
skimming the bits and pieces of herself left floating after 
her apparent week had been lived. I destroyed them all 
later, and now I wish I had kept at least one, to put down 
a few sentences of the limpid and coloured prose that lived 
before my eyes as an oil slick lives on water. Hesitant, 
CReNRSULe, -SErLdenk ,)- aetewetravialities ofaher.lite sharing 
a sentence with a breathless apprehension of that hollow- 
ness at the heart,of ourjevery perception,.at.once our despair 
and unspeakable hope. Not just a few hard ideas stuck in 
a sumpy letter ,~but.theavery+weaveeand: fabric of a-hifewt 
knew by heart, its contingencies suddenly spilling their 
Gargo of emptiness and possibility, only to clam up tight 
and reassert themselves with a smug solidity. At times I 
thought it was only a stupid ingrained belief in average 
reality which prevented me reading those lines before I saw 
Enem,@lvomecailingsgout aloud,to)thatrpartiof me, you,dthem; 
it,thatsehadslodged|in a ystrange)skull. ‘All this sense-of a 
comprehension greater than I had ever dared hope, which I 
dismissed in others as sentimentality, all this was mine, 
neatly summed up in her final words. Love from Me. 

My head was enurnang as whole volumes of assumptions 


yelled out all-at once, trying desperately to talk their way 
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OUEPOLerntSs GCilemma, this irrefutable fact of a letter “which 
disproved everything they stood for. The wallpaper and 
furniture quailed visibly as I looked around to see how it 
was taking this deathblow to all its ridiculous pretensions. 
I debated with myself whether or not to laugh satanically 
and have the world disappear, but decided I might need it 
later. Instead I got up, fetched a sheet of paper and 
started to write in the name of another human being those 
things which I kept locked up in the vaults of my mind, and 
which emerged on to the page white and blinking, with a 
ridiculous and touching uncertainty, not really believing 
that their existence icouldi be admitted Like’ this. 
And when you came home, what difference? Perhaps 
Pewes a slittle eoler,; a jittie more distant, listened with 
bathetelesseattention to your account of the day, your in- 
tense and frustrated angele some sseLback, with the. Vicious 
Jockey MGestULes 7Ousused frotaccent it, controlled, as if 
you could not afford to let yourself go or you would wreck 
the place. Perhaps my embarrassed unconcern was a little 
more trying than usual, but nothing remarkable. I had been 
ac less sympathetic, even openly hostile to you in the 
past, simply because my bus was packed with obese women with 
dogs. And yet now my very prospect of the world had turned 
sercbitytbd and there was nothing fa show. 
Nothing to a no change, business as usual. As 


usual our life opened out very slightly with the year tending 
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towards spring. The long dark months I had passed only by 
seeing’ as little as possible of the daylight, the stale grey 
light that made the streets colder than the cold they were. 
P cook’ to sleeping unti lhtwo or ‘three which Wert Gust a pew 
hours of dusk before it was only our room that mattered, 
where we sat grimly over the heater and were trampled to 
death by the nuzzling pussies. But as the days grew larger 
and milder I began to take rather more interest in, so to 
speak, life. Secure in the knowledge ‘of our’newsand im- 
pregnable room I felt able to venture out occasionally, to 
walk ™Up “che rstreet -toythe slab of «shops ton.the other side of 
the arterial YroadVand*buy *a=paper,@alleats eSlowlytthe dis— 
trict opened™@out to mé;ta concrete flower!® Ltdis6sohvery 
git terentrromethe, Festwor theVtown ,Miorrit.i slahemoart 
where people come to’ die. From all over the country. they 
come, to this last resort where the clean air and congenial 


company may allow them another few years of funfilled: exis- 





Lenco (hts Givessaspecullaretilayourl te, thosewbarrenrstreets, 
ame lavyour =IMdrdenotene cacesrortas long time. Withis simply 
that everywhere you look the people you see are dying. There 
are a few younger ones, shop assistants, secretaries, police- 
men. But in general what one remembers without conscious- 
Nesseabe= cle tiny’ groupe, or =crones. clusterediat® theystreet 
corners and house gates, passing on the latest nature cures 

as well as the list of mutual acquaintances who have taken 


the last and most efficacious of these, congratulating each 
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other without ever actually Saying so on having survived 
pince the last meeting. And the old women walking ina 
cage of aluminium, with such appalling and hopeless slow- 
ness that one wondered what destination on earth could be 
close enough for them to reach DYeNIOGnttal., or Jnre 
enough to have them try. The old gents who have kept up 
appearances and stride along the pitiless avenues of 
plasterboard dosshouses, neatzand shining, a tribute’ to 
their corsets. And the dreadfully definitive klaxon of 
the ambulance tracing a web through all the streets around, 
in February, when they go like netted fish. 

But however depressing it all was, and kept me 
tired and“listless* there was now, as there had not been 
_the previous year, a stock it could not rot. How much 
richer this account would be if yourwere relating, 1&. For 
myself apart is a poverty of experience in these final 
months, when I was already taking, you, for granted. ‘To be’ 
sure we went for walks and Sunday jaunts, but where are 
you? Lost between one summer and the next, when I was 
again, forced to notice you, by the strange new context of 
your being, only at the last do you come whole to my eyes 
again, with a shocking reality. But in between you slipped 
along with the rest of my Surroundings into an always 
tangential haze, a second suit of clothes to keep my skin 
from skin. So now I will never know how it affected you, 
that gradual realization thatewe had lost each other. tI£f 


you did realize. You never seemed curious to find out what 
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was happening and why, indeed it was your lack of reaction 
which allowed the dreamy aimlessness of our life to con- 
tinue, the acceptance of a lull between us as we withdrew 
all energy from the common circuit and diverted it to our 
personal ends. I cannot imagine what I should have done 
if one evening you had come out with the fact we had 
assumed without overtly admitting, perhaps a movie plum, 
what's happening to us darling? Probably the movie reply, 
I don't know baby I just don't know. But whatever it us, 
it's alive. Let's try and have a laugh. for Once 2 oanot 
apni larious story andalt, lafeiis.4, joke it's a shaggy dog 
joke, but the details can usually be relied upen Lorya 
giggle. If I could only believe in some kind of superhuman 
understanding, where we could slough off the consequences 
Ofe,OuGeactz onc and Jaughutogether-sat the layers of decep- 
tion and parody we waded through. I want so much to be 
able to laugh. But, always but, we know, we who have seen 
the film, that there is a nasty bit coming very soon now, 
Wiel pubroke the contexteot, our, laughter sand our tears, 
broke up the concept of us and made laughter and every 
eae Shared reaction impotent. What really hurts me is 
this simple division, that we will never again see the 
same sky, hear the same word at the same moment. The world 
is different now that we no longer perceive it as lovers, 
Ls spoorer. rot one and one makes two, creates it, and 
that creation I destroyed. 


But there is one very easy reason why everything 


96 
continued without seeming to change. We still slept to- 
gether. It is just such a simple factor that one forgets 
completely in looking back, forgets not the fact but what 
it was. The mind remembers, the mind considers, the mind 
decides. The mind takes over, and misses entirely the 
great tonic to which all passing moods were Revyed. SEht 
chops with its pen. One had, of course, other diversions, 
making love and so on, one was, after aii Sir ethene mas 
analysis, human. One remembers that there was physical 
love, but how easy to forget just what that meant, that 
cote on which we homed each night like scattered pigeons, 
that all the varied cramps and itches of the day could be 
dissolved in a solution unknown to the wisdom of the mind, 
I mean the sheet muscles of a leg, the lighter skin un- 
covered, a breast's constantly mobile geometry, the taut 
curls of haitr*felt on the®petalléd'foreskin; the pouting 
cunt. 

, And yet this is the cord binding up all our time 
together, the one thing that never soured on us, the one 
aspect of our love ‘that only grew richer with time. 
Whether we were close as friends or distant as relatives, 
in bed we always enjoyed ourselves with the same delight 
in each other, and it was surely this more than anything 
which gave us the illusion of continuity. The glib people 
who repeat that lust is nothing without love are those who 
have never enjoyed CrEnethey LOVE 15 a grand piano of 


emotion and only virtuosi can hope to make much sense of 
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its complex power, but lust ’iseas eclearcas’ a flute tune, 
in bed we can all play scales. What is so wonderful about 
thisPisythatit isthe Gnly side ofsour’ love for which I 
need teel@no Guilty *no réegrett® For whateverselse has gone 
that was unique, I'm not egotist enough to believe that 
our love making is part of it. There we are both dispens- 
able, for our lust for each other was always a thing 
Separate, and never did either of us perpetrate the dreary 
artificiality of literary lovers who cannot bear to be 
touched when they are offended, or feel it simply isn't 
right to lie with somebody if they have had an argument. 
Fuck that. I knew when I was on to a good thing and you 
knew when you were under one, and we did not let our 
maundering sensibilities get in our way. And yet even 
here the sickness creeps in, for I wonder if I will ever 
again find a lover who does not take herself too Seriously 
to deny herself a good shag simply because the PStey person 
wants to stand on her pride. It was only possible because 
we did nde value ourselves very highly either as individ- 
uals or as a couple. Why then should I take us so 
seriously now? Because I have not your irreverant mind to 
help laugh me out of it or your body to help me forget, and 
because of why I have not. We did not value our love, 
which does not mean it was valueless, only thateLieat Teast 
did not know its value; half of which consisted precisely 
in this ignorance. 


PeCtewWaLlecanel Sdye@abouk ityeour bed time? “Lt was 
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not unique, we had no favourite little perversion to spice 
up a story. How can I describe your penny breasts without 
making you into a myth or a monsirosa ty? lyYourwall have 
found lovers more exciting than me. It was simply a very 
good thing we shared, which got better, since we were 
neither of us more than amateurs and our pleasure in each 
other increased in inverse proportion to our interest. 
Onetofethesftirstpthingsiwednoti ceeabout making love was 
that it abolished time. Coupled up we became a machine 
for splitting the minutes apart, forcing time to destroy 
itself and convert its gross duration into experience. 
How often we rose painfully from the drowsy drunkenness 
of love and stared incredulous at the cLlockyeaseie sone 
law of the universe had been disproved, whole hours van- 
ishing anithe space of al few’minutes. 

Meanwhile the purple letters still pointed my week. 
The clerk in the local post office never really grew re- 
conciled to the idea, and each Monday as I went in to 
collect these cuttings of a week wrapped up on Priday night 
he first of all lowered his eyes as I opened the door, 
tipping its bell, as if young people should be treated as 
a social indiscretion, then grudgingly searched for the 
envelope I could already see on the rack behind him, re- 
peating my name and staring at the letter, and finally 
looked me steadily in the eyes as he dropped the thing on 
the counter, ignoring my open hand, daring me to claim this 


matter unfit to appear at a public address. And I hope it 
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gave him wet dreams for a week. 

Mesiighepeak of my days, apart from bed, were 
those mornings, any morning but especially Monday. Break- 
fast of eggs and coffee and a smooth newspaper, the empty 
house and eternally hopeful Feeling.of starting the, day, 
even if it was eleven o'clock and all (iets li owas teen 
I sat trembling, the unopened letter thick with poss 2p 
ility beside my plate, reading the paper and giving a 
little.easy form to.my flabby life by xsetesing to.insert 
my fingernail into that inviting gap between the flap and 
back of the envelope until I had finished GalLing.. Picking 
Up,the Jetter 1 passed, through, the bathway convertible 
passageroom into the bedroom converted lounge, and lounged 
there in the huge maternal armchair, ripping open the 
envelope and vanishing into thin air for ten minutes or 
more. 

I was always apprehensive of those letters. They 
were to me oracles, from a source unpredictable and un- 
reachable. They had given me a lift greater than any I 
had ever known, it was reasonable to suppose they could 
very easily achieve the opposite. But, as if art were 
really by its nature consolatory, they never did. It 
needed life for that, and I might have taken the hint one 
of those evenings, when, stuffed to the pores with secreted 
diguor I could never disclose to you or anyone else, ,I 
took all your sixpences, told you I was going to phone my 


parents, and went off down the cast iron street to the 
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lighted box at the corner, my palms Suck y. a5 27 1 were 
going to commit a crime. 

I dialled her number, the impossibly remote bell 
rang, as in a dream she answered at once. And I knew in 
that moment that it was all a terrible mistake, that there 
was nothing I could say that would not sound stagey and 
absurd. In the event she did not even seem surprised to 
hear me, part of her cool act no doubt. I stuttered hullo. 
HOw Wes she. 4s All onight» Pause... And you? Oh. fine, fine, 
Pause. I got your letter. Good. Pause. I just wanted 
to hear your voice, you see. Yes. Well here I am. Pause. 
feo KUOW VOU. are. slong pause. Wastthat all? Ves. No. 
Well;Ad tll wave to do... Pause. Well, bye bye... So long. 
ave Ge MenoeC Daw hitinG .wei Cl Lek . 

i walked home, slowly.. But then I have never been 
much good on the telephone, a man of my Senoa bila bye cannot 
CONVERSSrWithea VOUdsvoice,.in the flesh it. will. be ae 
Sia VoulL och le tace peered up asl. shut, the, door, at 
Oncewdeserting «the sbook, for’me.;.Yes Jd. got through. They 
are very well and send their love. 

LOUD eracemin ed. aul never got, used. to. that, rictus 
of passion, contorted as though I were doing you some 
LeLbible anjury while vou, lay silent.. Until, after flickered 
hours of love we came into that land without division, where 
LeclLingnmonily fecis and, does: not have; to.care... And it, was 


then, in that twilight of excitement compounded of dull 
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pain and pleasure both, it was then that we made our clos- 
est approach to each other. Lying on you and loving you 
Slowly, my hands rubbing your breasts slippery with sweat, 
iteervipores@soft, staring at your face, Youy CiCy oaar 
damp and ragged, skin flushed and your shallow alarmed 
Sveceotating back at me, -cocn. of us CGontrontang in silence 
the turmoil churning up the centre of our bodies, speaking 
no message but watching and agreeing to be watched. Is it 
not love simply to be able to gaze at someone's face for a 
long time, without the racket of questions and motives? 
One evening when the sense of suffocation was 
strong in me, unable any longer to bear your company or 
that of the hermetic flat I went out for a dismal walk, no 


ede lia hewlexcept exit. 9 Lt was raining = er "mn just going 





for a walk. You stretched back over the chair with a goony 
Gr neonde iemwesecteled again to your work. “All Pagit. ite 
rain fell heavy and dead, not even trying to move. —T 
walked along the hideous streets, aware only that there was 
HOsaAkeelL ial Lve CO wiat I was doing. GO’ to the pub and 
meet your friends over a cheery pint, there's always a 
warm welcome waiting at your local. We went once, and 

sat shivering in the stained silence watching three youths 
throwing darts in a corner while the publican stared at 

the evening paper and the light bulbs wondered how much 
longer this could go on. Or we could have gone into town 
and patronized one of those thrilling rendezvous packed 


with people who are fun to know and be with, except that 
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we did not know any and could never be with them, separated 
as we were from their active pleasures by a shiirghthbut 
utterly fatal propensity for noticing some flaw in the har- 
mony, Say the barmaid scratching her wrist intently 
while staring into space and then suddenly glancing down 
to find what troubled her, and we lost touch with the 
group for a moment in asking her question. Or the cool 
number momentarily blown by finding the halfcrown turned 
to a penny in his hand, blurring his face with the appre- 
hension of youth. Small dirty thoughts, social obscenity, 
it isn't done but we did it, couldn't helpddéingrirte. s8ut 
here I am using the conjugal we like someone else who 
thought he owned you. I plodded on through the rain which 
had now penetrated my mackintosh and dampened the backs of 
my hands in their pockets. 

And you told me afterwards, on a nostalgic evening, 
that you had not meant me to sleep with you, oniyeathac. 
could stay there if I liked, the other bed being empty. 

But that it was a good misunderstanding. My nickname for 
you, in your social therapy mood. The rain was large under 
the trees, having time to collect on the leaves. And with- 
out that, where would we be? Still erie Ceri hamabout. Or 
perhaps apart, grown bored with each other's sheen. And 

I would still be at number eleven on stale tea and stringy 
bacon, or perhaps dead. Drowning I always thought best, 
for there is a chance of second thoughts when the cold 


water’ rams reality’ back into the lungs after months of 
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tepid small breath. But wounds or poison, the hurt done, 
are not so easy to repair, and how could you ever be sure 
that the man with death in him, a Stranger, “would *strl. 
want to die? And then drowning you see all your life be- 
hind you, a death in keeping for a past master like myself. 
Perhaps this is why walking soaked in the Lave a PES 
version, brings up the memories. Of a day last autumn 
when we had a bitter row and I stormed Out, GOrMngrerovs tay 
with some friends. You rang upethe next day, “when Pr did 
not return, having tried everywhere for me, phoned when 
we were in the middle of dinner. You sounded SOCry and 
needing to make it all up had bought and roasted a joint 
of beef. It had been lying these two hours waiting for me, 
wiom you had*trusted™to trust you; and had not. @©So you 
ate alone and we had the rest the next day; cOLde eernd 
one morning back in our sunlit room that spring, after we 
had made love and when I brought VOUT Cotreée in bed"@and you 
stretched loudly and said, I'm beautiful, I feel all new 
laid this morning. Peculiar that you should like me so 
much, and others hardly at all. Not that I think of my - 
Sell as being lonely, but at*times+@on wet walks, the 
dreary press of the world which I expect to keep its dis- 
tance becomes so great that all my life is reduced in 
seeming to the dribblings of a loser who cannot face Ups to 
living and whom nobody likes. And it seemed quite just 
that they should dislike me, for at that moment, seeing 


myself from the outside, a nervous mumbling clumsy bully 
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Of ajmen,,li could) only. imagine my Own loathing of such 
UgGlaAness ee aVeCtei ft Deloathed Nyeloathing was. 2tself doath~ 
SOMmC aang SOs ls lost myself between the two great facing 
mirrors and only the Tain, ethescold streets, the hissing 
cars and my wet skin made any sense at all, and the Sight 
of myself in a darkened shop window, Shabby and aimless, 
Poesonivetric ores lection. 

I had walked a long way, into streets I had never 
seen before, away from the refuge of old age sand into 7a 
Suburb of the war years, when houses were reduced to homes. 
I wandered along a hard shopping street, waited at a level 
crossing for a train to roll out of the station, faces be- 
hind misted glass. The gates opened, I crossed the rails 
and turned down a sidestreet in the general direction of 
back, beside houses of grey breeze block, the expanse of a 
school playing field opposite. The rain had thinned a 
di etlesand drifttedjacross the open ground beyond which I 
could see the lights of the power station down by the docks. 
f turned another corner, all thought gone but to be home, 
cold and wet with water dripping down from ithe aeata Wels ofan ee 
nice quiet discreet avenue with select trees, suddenly 
narrowing to a bridge over the railway where, at the end 
of my wishes and reflex acts, I stopped, a sodden bundle 
looking down at the rails sliding away into the darkness 
broken only by a single red light. 

A laundry of white brick:stood beside the bridge, 


its back wall dropping sheer to the top of the Cuctand. 
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The mean little windows were closed and dark. The weeds 
that grew up from the railway bank clashed unspeakably with 
the white bricks they hid, caries of any project, the fund- 
amental mistaken premiss of all our attempts, this grim 
and hopeless back wall that no one thought to maintain 
properly, hardly expecting it to be noticed except by 
travellers rushing past in their trains, sheathed from per- 
ception in the way they went. But I stood tired and with 
NOWMe Ee toltgo 3 

i Mshiwened tquicklyand violently sasika yshocikeo f 
dampness vibrated my skin, then all at once I knew again 
and was there, tired and wet and wanting to go home. I 
walked on down the road curving past the laundry, and there 
by the gates stood a bus, large and warm and altogether 
lovely. I had stumbled upon the actual site of one of 
those unlikely streets named on the destination boards. 
The driver and conductor were sitting inside smoking and 
when I got in they looked up, as if they had been awaiting 
me, andvat once “set®about getting the bus ‘live tand breath- 
ing again. Ere, you been out in the rain then,. asked the 
conductor in a dreamy parody of the kindly worker. Yes, I 
GOtCeeD UC yet, Marepiiied; otrying hard not to cry. Not 
much, he told the empty bus. Looks like some old bag was 
invere pissing ton stheefloorsrcYeht 

And your eimdness and concern when I staggered in, 


the unoriginal human wreck, heading straight into bed with 
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a hot water bottle. And I lay with the blankets over my 
nose and peered out from my warm pad at you coping with 
your marvellous ease with all the paraphenalia of a life 
that was far too complicated for me, listening to the back- 
Geop.of Gain yand thinking.thaty whi Le. wombs .are not every- 
thing they are certainly very nice. 

The weeks before Easter seemed to grow longer as 
they grew fewer, keeping me the same distance from release. 
I was living in the vacuum of Ant Cipacion -s inatherarciri— 
cial time between letter and letter. My week rose to meet 
Monday, and fell away again, flat as the siren of a passing 
train...And,insso short a. time,..two letters, I would be 
riding that train. She warned me not to Sxpectadoo) much) 
but I was dazzled by the prospect of marrying up the 
solidity of my life with you with the Opens hemi Zonse of. my 
TepecerseiOpner, pALtGii al ee nows weehad established such a 
complete rapport in words, how could our gestures let us 
down? For we always had that ground underlying our tenta- 
tives, that would keep them right and preclude the grosser 
misunderstandings. Since we now knew where we were ay 
Had =i tvineblacksand purple, how could any passing tempers 
confuse; us2..lt.was, foolproof, 

Those final days I was alone. You left Saatyaa to 
stay with some relatives before returning to town to com- 
plete your examination work. To have the promise of return 


in my pocket I had bought a ticket weeks before, which 
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meant now that I had to stay on in the irrelevant town an- 
Sener three days, -and without you the time was deadly. = 1 
nearly went spare with boredom and despondency, only the 
foretaste of her company kept me from actually missing 
yours. But how far you were from my thoughts then. I 
finally killed the last two evenings by going to see the 
Same sentimental film, which the elevation of my feelings 
made a masterpiece. And this is what I cannot decide. 

Are these strange misshapen needy dreams we have beally 
only the sewage of the soul, the perversion of an ingrown 
mind unable to face the occasional troughs of low pressure 
that pass over? Or are they aspects, LeLrLaccrons, Facets 
of another state where life becomes fiction, and this life 
the fiction of a drunken genius? Mangled of course, like 
the seed gone to shoot in=that film, but since we cannot 
even interpret each other's gestures properly, how could 
we fail to disembowel and parody the hints of a landscape, 
a weather, the bars of dried rain on a dirty window which 
tonight returns my face to me with all its features gone, 
apcloud Of unknowing, watch this Space. 

But before I break the sulky bubble of those months 
CUieLresis ;One last walk LE -want to take with you. It was a 
Sunday, a day of fear unpleasing to the thinskinned ear, 
when everyone is indolent and ene world falls to pieces. 

I like the bustle of bent,’ making war and coming to agree- 
ments and so on, for although their fuss is stupid and 


tiotieieee OlLeits value hilarious, nevertheless it all 
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creates a simple hubbub behind which I can comfortably do 
nothing and wonder if there is anything worth doing and 
if so what. But when the background din you had ceased 
to notice suddenly stops, then in the dead silence your 
flabby wonderings are left bare as the loud word spoken 
into the suddenly silent gathering, hanging with ridiculous 
assertion win the air,,and you quickly »get up.and find some- 
Boing elLOncdo. pur stuciketile on7zsturnm Onwthe,Eadio, read 
the paper. For restless people a day of rest only under- 
lines their failure. 

SO we went for a walk, down the stripped street 
where the trees stay where they are put under the leaded 
sky, in long pruned rows marking the pavements. We passed 
the tennis courts, where a stout lady in white knickers 
erouched Toreithe ball lodged in midsair;.~1ust above,the 
sweatered gentleman's backsprung racket. We left them 
there and hit the promende with its mean mat of beach and 
the uninteresting sea messing around, tired and listless. 
Where even the sea lost its powers of invention what chance 
was there for us? We saw a mother leading her forgotten 
child, a dead seagull toiled in dried seaweed and filth, 

a starched and blued nurse wheeling an old man whose legs 
or lack of them were Poors by a dull plaid blanket on 
which his sunken hands LAveanaegiabbed, an yartificial. pool 
where a man in a raincoat was sailing a model boat, two 
thick women in tweed who stood contemplating the silhouette 


of the power station while at the far end of the taut leash 
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a straining sausage dog squeezed out its meat on the pave- 
ment. Where the promenade ended we found a strange terrace 
of beach houses. Placed on a cul de sac between docks and 
ocean, they were fantasy structures, from before the war 

no doubt. A segment of funsville, castellated sunroofs, 
lounges with huge windows and faery casements, open ladders 
lesdingeftazomlenée evel: tosanotherskand facing the sea great 
porchesnwith. contreteidericepillars: (Butefrom thesplates 
on the stucco wall screening the rear of the premises it 
appeared that most of the houses were’ used as offices by 
small businesses, a missionary society, a theatrical prop- 
erty agents, Reelife Models, a firm by appointment purveyors 
of woodland and parks to Her Majesty, one Cosmic Effects 
and Son. Only two of the houses were privately owned, and 
the only person we saw was a decayed spinster sitting be- 
hind the huge sunwindows in a room furnished as drably as 
ours, knitting puttees under a standard lamp. Ona blazing 
beach with a cargo of rich idiots, then it might have made 
some sense. But as we gazed over the rusted barbed wire 
half buried in shingle, preserving the private beach 
littered with rotting weed and an oil drum from the public 
sea, when we saw the broken concrete pillar baring its 
browned steel core, the scatter of shingle all over the 
pitted porches, the flaking distempered walls, the squalor, 
then we had to laugh and speak to each other all the time, 


for there was-in this absurd juxtaposition of lunatic 
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architecture and dreary overcast dockland something sini- 
ster and moving which touched us and our own rococo 
fancies. 

We should have gone back then, but off the path 
‘leading back to the main road was an open gateway into the 
docks, and we went in there instead. The road ran along 
the spit of land enclosing the docks, between the filthy 
water on our right and the stacks of timber in a yard shut 
off from the road with a high wall of concrete slabs. The 
road itself had that’slightly artificial look of "re6ads only 
used #for-specia lb tratiitc lal -the Wigneva Sl fette pointless, 
and even more so the careful pavement, for who but a couple 
of aimless people with no idea how to organize their time 
would go walking in this wilderness? It followed faith- 
fully the pattern of the docks, twisting and turning round 
the wharfs, running over a metal lifting bridge where a 
man sat under an umbrella fishing the rancid waters of the 
inner pool. I tried to imagine what he might bring yup, 
and suggested a few ideas on the subject which made you 
Shiver. You were easily frightened by my gothic jokes, 
though I sometimes wonder if the menace you feared was 
nearer home, if it was my hand you feared might tip you 
into the bilge and batter your floating face with stones 
like a waterlogged balk. 

The road turned, slow corner, and reached suddenly 


straight ahead as far as we could see. A fuel dump for 
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the power station had replaced the timber yard, and by 
the dockside. further along a«coaster was unloading\)coal. 
We walked slowly towards it. There seemed to be no bridge 
across to the mainland, and yet we did not want to simply 
trudge all the way back along that dreary road. Through 
the huge gates into the dump we saw a bulldozer bludgeon- 
ing the coal up into a vast mound whence some sort of 
hopper carried it in to the funaces. We reached the S11. 
TwoOemetal scoops,were tearing the liver out .of os drop- 
ping and nuzzling the coal. I remembered the hands of 
the invalid in the wheelchair. The scoops rose and were 
nolled highsoverythesroad-into.~the,power station, wwhere 
nameless things were done to the coal. The overhead tracks 
had covers underneath, but as we passed below in the 
racket of the massive cranes moving on their rails a lump 
of coal came down and exploded on the concrete. A few 
feet nearer and one of us would now be cherishing the mem- 
CryeC wa,beaulituludndstragi clfirstelove, wbut then you 
can't have everything. 

We walked on. Nobody seemed to notice us. The 
cranedriver was invisible, hidden in his web, and only two 
Tablouom leaning sonetne staid, OL thesshin gazed mute at .us. 
Behind its wall the power station reared up, a sheer ex- 
panse of brick pocked here and there with windows grimy 
or broken, useless gaps that only made the thing more 
vast. And above all the chimneys stood churning out the 


creamy smoke that rose straight into the windless sky, 
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making another chimney atop the first. An open ladder 
Spidered up to the mouth, and I tried to imagine what man 
would ever climb such a way up the great belly of the stack 
and stand there on the top rung with nothing between him 
and the capsized world below but his own sweaty gripping 
hands. They're called steeplejacks, you remarked succinct- 
ly. 

The sun remained nidden, but the cloud had become 
gradually translucent and the atmosphere sealed below as 
close as the air over a hot plate. We wandered on along 
the rOad, turned Corvlook back at the scene behind us. ‘The 
scoops could be heard quarrying the coal, hidden by the 
SUpeStetructure lor theyship.. The two sailors: had gone. On 
the far side of the greasy water a red bus started away 
PTLOMBLLSE SLOP, the pang on the bell just reaching us. 

There was no way across. A sign on the quay forbode moor- 
ing because the ferry docked there. We looked down, but 
there was only an old skiff with water coloured oily in the 
bilge and a rusting diesel engine half dismantled on the 
thwarts. We considered vaguely whether to go on or back. 
there was no guarantee we could get off this bank of land 
PULbNenealOng, On) tie OLner hand it was quite possible, 

and going back would be a known drag. And so we kept go- 
ing. We could see the end of the road now, or rather 
where it curved away ts theswlert, out of Sight. An unlikely 
car appeared round this bend and crawled towards us, ma 


pa and the kids rolled past in their mobile tedium. They 


fu. 
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bees 
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Stared at us, we stared at them. Perhaps we should have 
PimMigecedelite, Sisaidvdariy. You did not smile. I 
thought about it. Quite right, nothing funny. Why did I 
say it? it occurred ZOPMNe.  YOuUlcall that a reason: 1 
Can't vet my every word. So statistically you will spend 
a proportion of your time talking shite. But one man's 
Shitesis another man’s feremiger. - Careful: now, youl): 
Some souL with thatlvin a minute. “One man's shite, [, told 
the power station, went to sow a meadow. It was very hot. 
We reached at last the bend in the road, which I 


had quite expected to behave like the end of the rainbow, 





and suddenly found ourselves amid a teeming throng of happy 
holidaymakers tasting the good life, fishing, sailing, 
Playing ball, listening £o a talk on Croatian folk poly- 
phony, just romping through mom's homemade spam sandwiches 
and cream of sputum soup fresh from the growth, knocking 
UeOLPeONtie Loot Gt thelcar, kicking a dog to death and 
EarOwing. nim One Of his own legs to chase after. 

We were tired and homesick seeing the beach curve 
back an incredible distance to the nightmare houses we 
had stood before. Several of the Sunday gang were eyeing 
you hotly, and at once the vague shadow who had been 
following me around fleshed out and became a beautiful 
weary creature to be rescued. Were we not in love? A 
series of locks to keep the ships from escaping were pro- 


vided with catwalks, so mewing joyously we pussyfooted 
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back to the mainland. A cobbled track brought us up to a 
main road in an area we had never seen before. We were 
unspeakably hot and thirsty, but the pubs were closed and 


the bus we had seen turned out to be the exception that 


proved some horrible rule. As if to make this quite clear, 


no sooner had we left the useless bus stop and begun the 
grim walk home than a bus appeared round the corner and 

thundered past, the conductor and passengers replying to 
our frantic gestures with the ritual waves of royalty. I 


forget whether our mood was soothed or darkened byeour 


realization a moment later that neither of us had any money 


with us. At least he would have thown us off at the next 
StOD;, YOUlSaild, and.now we have to walk. But. it. would 
have been worse, said I, to have been obliged to go afoot 
once one had grown accustomed to being conveyed. No Sir, 
yOUSrejOined, ithis a .simple.case of feet and pinches. 
Not to mention the embarrassment of public penury, I con- 
tinued. Fuck the embarrassment, you concluded, or might 
have done if I had thought to include you in my conversa- 
SLO. 

| The suburban ribbon developed steadily along the 
far side of the road, while on our side a steep bank 
dropped to a grassy area at water level, far below, where 
two solemn children were examining each other's bodies. 
We passed a bus shelter, stopped, went back and sat down. 
MeyOUNGelaAcg was Wanted tor light duties. in a night.shift. 


Mick Loved Mog. I just love being sucked off. And some- 
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LS 
one else wanted to know when. We had an unobstructed view 
of the power station and the coal boat unloading. A Single 
seagull pitched on a dune of air tipped its wings and slid 
down to settle on the rigging of the ship. A bus drew up 
and the conductor gazed at us. I waved at him and he shut 
Bieidoorstquicklypistaring) 

Onethadrtocbe going. heWelgothupsonioulr numbed feet 
and for a moment enjoyed the rhythm of walking again. The 
shy ebaduturmedsécol dhandrdull weitewasdgqetting near tea time. 
A religious poster on the wall reminded us that progress 
comes from attempting the seemingly impossible, to which a 
shaky hand had added, like Miss Rodgers. This cheered us 
upva bit and we plodded on. The: road: dipped to take in Ja 
row Of old cottages, a street, two pubs and a hoarding 
showing a manly man beaming at a glass of beer. You stopped 
a moment and held my arm, balancing on one foot to pull a 
wrinkle out of your sock. I remarked that whoever was 
writing this script certainly displayed an acute lack of 
imagination in spinning our walk out like this. What pos- 
Sible value could it be to us or anybody not to have one 
OReOurerriéendsspulleupmin theire@carvandasupposéswerdid not 
want a lift home? This was just sheer bloody meaningless 
grind. But it does give us a personal insight into the 
basic absurdities of the human Beuwences Fuck the human 
experience, I vepulicay I was talking to myself again. 


You had gone sullen quiet, which was what I most 
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feared, the collapse of my little safety net woven from a 
continual backchat with myself. Alone I can Kksep™gorng 
under most conditions, but faced with the presence of the 
other for whose hardship I am answerable if not responsible 
E» tendstonsay fuck the others Mvou°were a drag on my dream 
souled feet. I found myself mouthing platitudes, keep go- 
ingeLrtesWnotefarhnow) were nearly theré,Sit"s notemuch 
further, we'll soon be home. To which you rep lived ewith san 
unhelpful candour that made me feel dirty, I know how far 
it is. We passed an elegant garage done in white milk tile 
which had gone off in the fumes of petrol and smoke. The 
forecourt was covered by a portico on pillars and the 
name of the firm was displayed in sickly green, lettered 
in one of those depressing types that were modern thinpty 
years ago. How tasteless it all is, you said, and I could 
only nod. Please, let's keep it funny. We now passed out 
of the docks and back into the plummy residential slum we 
knew so well. But it was still far enough to walk, what 
with a long curve in the coast road. We had a little fun 
trying to find a sequence in the street names, imagining 
the»next, doing a’ learned critic routine on this great 
urban poem composed by an unknown genius for the consola- 
tion of weary walkers and then with a remarkable lack of 
jubilation reached our own dull Sarebet ran the last laugh- 
able yards, crashed through the living room where our 
neighbours had spent a quiet afternoon reading the papers 


and collapsed wordless on our incandescent beds, where 
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the quiet room folded up and tucked us in. 

And now the room was empty again, dusty and ex- 
hausted, the beds stripped, your belongings left as you 
had last touched them on the dresser, the flat quiet, the 
windows shut tight. I lifted my holdall and closed the 
door behind me, banged open the doors into the warm 
kitchen where a blowfly buzzed and a low slant of sunlight 
illuminated the stained lino, through the living room, the 
tapping tiled hall and out to the cold streets where I 
caught a bus and later a train and a plane and another bus 
and stood in the great empty terminal listening to the 
WegncerammptatMiangeficmiy ont thearcofsrand, strmeetssotwthe 
HOt CNeCENE eC cye 

[flettimy bageat the luggage office and swalked 
through the d¥ench in the city I knew so well, transformed 
now to an awkward paradise where the buses ran a regular 
service to her house and would take me there for eight- 
pencesyt letola thes conductoremy destination: and waited 
for him to wink and leer knowingly, but no, I was just 
another pasisengerstoshimyed was safe,:nosone* knew. -I sat 
back and watched the rain tearing the glass, the greasy 
aeippingystreets.| So. long had) Iobeen kept from her by pure 
physical distance that it had come to seem a more than 
physical obs tacleyads could not see what these commonplace 
means Of transport ooihial HaVeRtoOnde watheit by leknew=2 


was in a bus going up to her house, but I could not believe 
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that when I knocked on the door, she would be there. 

Nor was she, it was another girl altogether. The 
far tgrander"gestures tof “the following year have rendered 
most of the detail illegible. All I can remember clearly 
is the shock, of meeting a stranger, a clumsy adolescent 
who shared everything with the girl I loved, everything but 
the mind ‘that wrote ‘those letters, the crackle of dreams 
touching, the power that was about three months before. 

We tried of course, all evening we gassed away, shifting 
fart, but our vague heavy attempts on the human plane 

only reminded us how high we had once been above them. We 
were thrown together like nationals abroad, who discover 
that their language is all they have in common. It was 
finished from the moment she appeared at the door, and 
though I realized this I did not have the guts to say 

thank you for trying and leave. The press of feelings I 
had kept so long for her needed a slow release, and so for 
the next three days we pottered about, thinking that we 

had tried too much in an evening, that the weight of so 
mel wanting had unbalanced us, that time and contact would 
renew the charge in our dead cells. Human thoughts, a 
physics of the spirit. We went to a cafe, to a bad foreign 
film, to her house, to mine. But nowhere did we find the 
fusion which had made us not NaooLd together but two 
aspects of the same Peet aa making it real by reflection. 
We remained awkward and embarrassed strangers, seeing less 


and less of each other as the human dust rose higher and, 
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afcernagweek, Ivhad almost forgotten this misshapen little 
girl. So huge was the discrepancy between my dreamy agent 
of circumstance and this creature that when I abandoned 
the latter the original remained untouched. She was safe 
in memory, her double I needed no longer. 

My only concern was to know why. Why had we failed 
to make it, failed so completely, even though we now had 
the basis of the letters to build on? Next year I did not 
need to trouble myself with questions since that drama, for 
which this was only a rehearsal, tightened up the motivation 
considerably in the interests of maximum impact. But the 
first time there were plenty of loose ends left for me to 
chewaonyethoughnltcowldsnotiseetwhathis nowrso blatant, 
what the sweating of my innards on the way to her house 
proved some sense knew even then, that this failure was 
simply the necessary conclusion to our affair, our coinci- 
dence. That was simply a freak effect, a confidence trick 
which separation kept us from inspecting too closely. The 
Petters weremits Cnlyxpossibilel products sanserialuextension 
SCi@tiat State ofagracetunto other fieldsyrbut ald of -imag- 
ination, dream, image. If I had stayed that Christmas we 
would not have lasted a week. And of course when we tried 
to reinvent that silence it was no longer a not needing to 
speak but the silence of the cold tight withdrawn stranger 
who had usurped her body and turned her reticence and tact 
into jerky parodies of themselves, planned for effect. We 


had begun to watch each other, and the person I saw 
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Sickened me. 

And so my holiday disappeared and I was left with 
a gaping fortnight to fill before returning to the town I 
had left so completely. I .remember thinking, as the old 
values appeared again with a complacent smirk, how ducky 
Hgwosatolbenable togge throughythisawholeimeteoricsaffaix 
and still have you to fall back on. You certainly come in 
handy-at times. «<I even felt a certain relief after think- 
ing it all over, at the end of what had threatened to be 
a rather intense experience. And then the upheaval, for 
I should have had to collect all my stuff and break up my 
Set lcdglate  estarntoad gover againah SOpoalletblendis= 
appointed but on the whole indifferent, I whiled away the 
tameyaneaground ofadrink;, chateandyhet meat pies. 

ft was only after a week that I began to notice how 
much I was missing you. Partly the poverty of having to 
Sleep alone and partly the need of your company suddenly 
naechedtone Longgnighteintotaiblinding desiré.to be-with 
you. I had been drinking heavily and found I could not 
sleep. Lying awake between three and four in the morning 
EE decidédstherehand thenitorgeteout.neFor?the-first time 
in months I felt what it was to want a simple thing and be 
Beblemtoyhaveritese ltawas aigulpsofrlemonajuices »1 reflec- 
ted on the beautiful certainty of our love, the absence 
of unpleasantness and stupidity, Che eeidebilatyeofiyou 
and your pleasure in seeing me again unexpectedly. I 


dressed, went down and made breakfast, listened to the 
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radio until it was light and then caught a Ekeineinto ~the 
city, guntortiunatelystheufirsthflight’ Ircould get was late 
that evening and I had to waste the day, drinking with two 
friends and wandering around the tidy public gardens. ~The 
plane dropped me at one in the morning and I spent my 
second steeplessinight an®aefinehglassy)air-rerminab;yathe 
same, in fact, where I had met you a year previously;ia 
picture under your arm. I sat and smoked and thought of 
things that had happened since and of your smooth body 

in bed at that moment, until my head ached with tobacco 
smoke and canned air. Before dawn the cleaners making 
their rounds chased me about so much I collected my bag 
and walked out into the freezing night, although I knew 
the underground would not be open yet. But when I reached 
the entrances te foundei teunlocked! anddlitnupsenPunchdrtnk 
‘with lack of sleep I wandered dreamily down the steps. I 
Bawgnosone inethesemptyodighted corridors-sheEvéntually I 
EamesoulLson theipiatrorm,sstid 1l*aloneliayThisi wasibetter 
than nothing, so I sat down on my bag and tried to stop 
sliding into a dream where wishing created the sounds of 
dmbcadite appwoaching. fabut itiwasanoluse) Ijwasitoeostired 
ands intcame the train.) »Thes doors» opened’ and: I got into 
an empty carriage. Some time later it appeared we had 
heacheugcthelstation Tswantedasol logotiouts»’ The doors 
closed and the train Aieap bearers I climbed an obliging 
set of steps and it was only when a man put his hand on 


INy arm and said something that I stumbled slightly in this 
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hitchless dream journey. He asked where I had got on. 
I thought this was not quite the usual routine, but told 
him anyway. Sixpence, he said. At. last I understood. 
He wanted money. Thank God for popular fiction, give him 
money and he'll go away. I gave him a shilling with a 
cheery wave, though he seemed a bit bashful about accepting 
it. Must be new to begging. The station was forsaken in 
greying light, littered with newspapers and mail bagst: I 
was cold-and hungry and very tired. I fell asleep in the 
train and woke up and the passengers in my compartment kept 
changing. I fell asleep and woke up shivering, lying on 
the floor of an empty compartment. The window was wide 
open and it was pitch dark outside and blowing a gale . WL 
was wondering helplessly what trap I had fallen into when 
the train broke out of the tunnel and ran down the hillside 
TireEOsSthic: town. “Whysorcedimyselista stay awake long enough 
bOsger OL ietheibus tat” theisnight. stop pitched down cthe 
street with my lead bag, along the alley beside the house, 
through the back door. I leaned on the door to the bath- 
room passage. It was locked. I kicked it a few times. 
There were sounds within. Who is 1t? I kicked again. 
Keep it as a lovely surprise. She doesn't expect me for 
a week. Pad pad pad. The catch opened and your face 
appeared. I smiled as well as I could, feeling like 
death warmed up, meadeiwin t the rapturous greeting. Jesus 
Christ, you said, what are you doing here? It crossed 


what remained of my mind that you had someone in bed with 
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you, but no, as I followed you humbly through into the 
bedroom, explaining that I.had wanted.to see you, I found 
the room empty. Do you know what time it is? Bloody 

seven o'clock. And I've got to be up at nine. You climbed 
back into your warm bed, pulled the covers up round your 
neck and turned over, putting your head under the pillow. 

I stood and looked round. Hullo room. Them swamped by 

a wave of total defeat I fell down on the damp bed and 
asleep, to dream horribly and at length. 

I woke. The lights were out and the room empty, 
agcud! watery Jight.from theacurtains,only.e-The- house 
Wasscilenteaoaliaterty Like they atternoon, sbutsthe clock 
had stopped. I struggled out of bed and got dressed, hung- 
Over with weariness. I pulled.back the curtains. It-was 
dusk outside, cold and bleak, the shabby rose bush on the 
Opposite wall swaying spasmodically in gusts of wind. I 
PloppedabaCcksinto the axmchair.& Letters... Iewent over.to 
my drawer of papers and took.out.the packet. Back in, the 
chair I read right through those hard bright and suddenly 
tender lines, stared out of the window at nothing in part- 
icular, then tore them up and took them through to the 
Livang cOOmMyetosburneathe: fragments.in the-stove. 

ImsaggedebackeantOn,the sofa,y.fucked.oniall.fronts. 
I had to get out, get my own room away from this squalor 
and loose despair. What time was it? I forced myself up 
and went out. -The wind was sharp and mean, plucking at 


my coat and raising goosepimples all over my body. I 


ee a 


Seen 


SPI. ak 2a 








\ 
2 fl 
#) ‘Ti> ‘ <26 OT a id. oy 
i¢ 7 stl 
4 t, pa) ie 
4 
i 
: 
| , 
= 
; J ew 
fe 
: 7 Pat { - ¢ . Gq a . Dao 


it of® Reet botiag I «.ebenEer sew ddiy aeve 


Si". EB Ls << é - ne ard ,462 a iq ie. bine vebiedug br 4 _ 


| ‘ ; < ‘ 
Wo «iy To steuiy gb yEisedbopesge. ateh Aha athens 


se 
7 7 


of levg ow GaN gah siubiciomem asia ate 7 | 
fit, Gia Aoee Sapte c= ii ee Som 9 aes 


f > 7 a 
yinehbes hae Sein 


a 


x 
aiid oe 


124 


bought a paper and wandered back into the edge of the 
wind. My old physical horrors returned, a swinging shop 
Sign falling and slicing my tomato head, toes crushed 
under a passing wheel, my skin scraped away by a blunt 
knife in the wind, an arrow shot in to mMyanipple.peMy 
flesh shivered and I moaned quietly. The house was cold 
and deserted. I sat down on the baggy sofa and looked 
through the rooms to let. 

Some time later you came in. It was dark by now, 
you only saw me after crossing the room to switch on the 
light. Another surprise. Perhaps you had forgotten about 
mejduringsthe day Iehad lost in,sleep: Perhaps you were 
not really very glad to see me there at all. Or perhaps 
you just did not like nice surpises. Anyway, you seemed 
to think it quite a good idea when I announced I was moving 
out. It would give us another room and greater freedom for 
Ehessummerecoming.. Li would-find) somewhere) at. thesfar.end 
of town and we could spend our days together on the beach, 
as, before: 

As if to ratify our decision the following day was 
bright and hot with big bushy clouds, one of the scouts of 
Sunnie rae LetOundsaeroomein-two.hours, took; it forsa: month 
with money borrowed from you and moved in by the evening. 
It was a pleasant place, huge Bra bale with windows down 
COeCic thoorsyna ene anda chaise longue. .It had) the 
morning sun anda view,ofethe.sea,ethe exorbitantsrent I 


would afford by finding a job. You helped me over with my 
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belongings that evening and approved. It really did seem 
that things were going to be better. After all, even 
plants and animals will pine in a habitat not their own, 
and we were young yet. You stayed that night between my 
smelly sheets, and left the next morning after a breakfast 
of coffee and fresh bread from a bakery just around.the 
corner. I reclined on the chaise longue and read the paper, 
flicking my “cigarette ash over the balcony whence it was 
brushed by a light sea breeze on to the heads of the popus 
lace below. I was in business again. 

summer bred a madness in our blood, a high we had 
feltetheeprevioussyearteiinotownsebui lttlikeethi‘s sonecon 


the pattern of a perfect day in July, winter weather comes 





only as an accident. An accident which regularly swallows 
Nalrethe@yeansoremore; ebutiwhichhin itshverysirrélevance 
is overpowered by those long burning days when it comes to 
seemmthat thisetimes the syearhwillanotyget tlostwand twandex 
into autumn but keep its hold on the bracing meaning of 
summer. And this was our philosophy too, parasites of the 
town that we were. Our year leaned towards summer, it 
came as a return to normality, the careless fragmentation 
of rules now superfluous became a way of life, a delayed 
Eughthand®nottasddangerous hoans tin jfubl!facetof the sun 
the threat of cloud was dazed out of mind. 

But this summer, instead of dropping lountibabiast in 
search of a freer way of being together we cast off in 


different directions and barely touched. For we now lived 
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at opposite ‘ends of the town and it could take an hour on 
the bus to get from one to another. It has often struck 
me that if we had been able to afford a car when we were 
together, we should probably be happily married now. It 
would have been simpler for you to have moved in with me, 
but for various reasons we neither of us wanted that. For 
my part I was already jealous of my privacy and anxious to 
keep the space clear for any possible developments. We 
visited each other regularly, but although we never thought 
of separating, and I got quite a kick, as once before, out 
of revisiting the hole in which I was no longer trapped, 
we had nevertheless opted for a less intimate existence, 
or rather admitted at last the gradual shoaling of our 
love. We even realized this change in words, unusually, 
but agreed that our irritation with each other was simply 
a result of living too closely together, on top of one 
another. Although in fact this last position was the only 
one in which we never quarrelled. 

When’ I) finished! thespaper)Iitossed-it over my 
shoulder, put on swimming trunks under my jeans and went 
down the clattering brown lino stairs and out into the 
sunshine. Down to the front where I overlooked the beach 
and then trotted down the steps to join the idle few who 
could afford to share the morning with me. And there I 
lay, racked on the shingle until noon, when I returned 


with spinning head to my room for lunch and a quiet smoke. 


D 
‘ 
_ ca 
- ~ io a 
x ri WW argh i & c Le eee 6 
: 
=: Jet ana 
r r * 4 C1 
F 
=| 
z A 
' 2 : 
- F be j s8 - % 
> 4 a be ‘ be — = 7 
r sneer 3I6 Borsa 6. ISkeas to 


(ao \ehrow ah epeats:22d3- baxshise® bs ns ow -ovol 
‘dose Wilyw @aoiszad taal $86 asda ‘booxes)2 ue 
. 7 7 we 


> nein 8 cAmacd SS OOF) mane: 20: 





Lx 


The people upstairs would be playing records, one in 
particular I can never hear now without all the sweet 
mince of that summer rising in my throat. I sat there 
on the chaise longue with the window open and breezing 
me, and the possibilities of life were endless and worth 
anyeorisk: 

Towards evening you would usually come and cook a 
meal, and then we would sit weading or talking. “And vet 
your company irked me, your very presence was becoming a 
constant reminder of my failure to take life Dy Che oCruct 
of! the neck} of my cowardice and lack of imagination when 
it came to living. You at least had decided by now on a 
future. A firm had offered you a post in Australia which 
you had accepted, you would be leaving in the autumn. 

And we made no plans for the summer. We were in fact 
assuming that our affair was over. It had never been more 
than provisional, now the period of its Viability was draw- 
ing to a natural close. There would be no point in spinn- 
ing it out over the holidays. I had no very clear idea 
what I was going to do, but every time I looked up at you 
sitting bent over a page of calculations, tapyping your 
teeth with your pen, every time I glanced at your face and 
Saw an expression so familiar I could see nothing else, 
every time you spoke and I heard only the background hum 
of a voice that could say nothing new, then I cursed my - 
self for not doing it. Yes you were a nice companion and 


good in bed, but the part of my world you contained I had 
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been over again and again and every morning the scope and 
carry of the sunstruck sea widened my mind with the same 
inner adjustment the eye feels in leaving close print for 
a landscape beyond the window. You became reduced for me 
then to what in a quite different way you have remained, 

a ‘reproachyan human form. 

AVMItthisscame, later,.of) course, but now. we. were 
set moving the calendar ceases to have any importance, 
events keep their own time. At some stage I met someone 
who was trying to form a group to play the town, which he 
had fairly well staked out. We talked for a while and 
dropped names and I ended up going in with him, playing 
piano and organ. The work never turned out as frequent 
acme: promi sedpububetetook «care of the, rent, and, left. me 
alot wor tlimeuiveec,) which was all. -asked.. ,bt..wasn/ t until 
we got together that I.discovered our drummer was an even- 
ing edition of the bus conductor who had a room two floors 
above me. I went up there to hear his records and work 
out a few routines and we got to know each other quite 
well. 

This was all dandy, but even the best of men holds 
only a limited appeal for me. It was a woman I wanted, a 
woman who would take my life apart, strip away the cara- 
pace of habit and let me see and feel one to one again, 
without intermediary. eee we become as little children 
we will never enter the kingdom of this world, never mind 


the next. Where was she? In lieu of her I went to you, 
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my. love, almost every day you stayed at home. For it was 
one thing when you were before my evyes"as. a’ ftocus*of frus-— 
rrarion; Sbuteawhen alefteto my Own devices, I could find no 
way into the brave new world I felt my due, then I usually 
ended up tracking the well worn grooves to your house. 

oo there summer was making a mark. The mornings 
were brighter and the evening lighter, the room lost all 
its old menace and became a quiet and Soociing par oun. 
The landlady had even taken the plastic bags off the choice 
shrubbery in the back garden. We could recline on deck- 
chairs in the urban but sheltered yard. As usual I accepted 
everything you offered me, but as usual with unspoken and 
indeed unspeakable reservations. From where would the 
great bolt I was-expecting strike? I had no doubt it would 
come in the form of a woman, since nothing else had or has 
the power to take me out of myself. Apart from physical 
inconveniences such as starvation and death I could live 
through a revolution, nuclear war or the end of the world 
without the least interest or involvement, but I have only 
to walk a few yards down a crowded street for my mind to 
be battered soft as steak by the infinite promise of 
women's bodies, each one a parcel of possibilities realized 
in flesh and spiced with lust. But which one was she, and 
how would we recognize each other? 

CONG SimeOneeevening petaking tofiSyour coat you 
remarked in a jocular way that you had met a couple of girls 


Onethes’stairs, artistudents who lived on the floor above. 
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PerhapsoD migntolpkeoto Ete my hand with them? You were 
always twigging me about my philandering instincts. But 
as it happened I had already seen them, the one thin and 
mousy, the other stocky and short, both of them obviously 
common and shallow with that peculiar combination of fren- 
etic energy and tight horizons which makes me feel ill. 
Busy little minds like the turbulence in half a glass of 
cider. 

And so the heap of newspaper behind the chaise 
longue thickened and the texture of my life thinned, to- 
wards that moment when the very rarity of experience brings 
incident into being, for otherwise we would risk disolving 
into suspension, a membrane of mind stretched over the 
fixed points of a universe steadily expanding in the heat 
of the sun, through which the passing minutes would leave 
events *strainedvout®as! purerrelation;r©ra zodiac of#grounds 
Giatiemcnyang musiimiior perhapsdit@is simply that the 
nebulous indepencence of people in this state of levita- 
tion draws others ‘towards them, for we all love the scent 
of freedom found. 

The days when one woke up, stumbled over to draw 
back the curtains from the seething sea, and was cheated. 
A damp muggy time set in, thick white mist steamed in off 
the water and wrapped up the goons in dampness. Above 
all you could feel the sun informing the shroud light, on 
the downs the days were as brilliant as before, only in 


these streets facing the sea was everything smothered in 
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fog. You came over one afternoon to see a film at the 
cinema round the corner. Would I go with you? No, I 
would not. While I sought a landing place for my leap 
from the old life to the new I sensed just over there, in 
the mist, while I hung with one foot in the air like a 
man waiting the right moment to leap from a moving bus, 
for all this you were irrelevant, a distraction, more, a 
bad angel who appealed to my worst weaknesses, sloth and 
inertia. And even when for the moment I tired of these 
acrobatics and lay back with you to rest, even then you 
were of no more significance than the light switch my hand 
groped for on opening the door at night, confidently, know- 
ing it would be there and that in pressing it I would get 
Shechity. - Al this is easy to mangle and cheapen, but let us 
fowlodsteGly eu keep tie lard and infinitely painful pat- 
berneol srecreated reality from degenerating into a melo- 
dramatic saga of goodies and baddies. 

You returned from the film in that expansive mood 
you had worn during the summer holiday, as if contact with 
that world where people and food were nice and houses warm 
and bright and the trains ran on time had left you on a 
personal high and able to cope better. But a few minutes 
OL omy stp Ree soon brought you back, the lower 
for your fall. And although we made it up in bed, even 
here our pleasures nS only absolute immediate ones. I 
watched you undress without excitement, wandered round be- 


hind the partition to the basin still white with a trace 
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of your spat toothpaste, flushed it and washed my face. 
i considered myself in the mirror, with contempt for my 
inability in these suggestive new surroundings to do any- 
Peng bute cenact the Old’ show. (1 walked back into the 
room, wondering idly if I was getting fat, and there you 
were in the same blue and white nighty, under the grimy 
covers of the bed, and I felt as never before that you 
did not belong there, and that you felt it too. We no 
longer lived together. You had simply come to visit, and 
our interest in each other was only in the visit of an 
old friend to whom one has not really anything much to say. 
But peas L.crattvedsback alter putting outevtihe light 
and got in beside you, it was if not the same as ever at 
least no worse, Om in the dark we were only lengths of 
flesh without reservations from each other, although secrets 
Rimolenly se ltamigne lave seemed that there at. least we 
grasped each other again, as I lay screwing you, or beside 
VOUmEuobing your, breasts until you came, but it was only a 
Simulacrum of love. It was not your breasts I rubbed raw 
yes a monstrous abstraction, a female body, and it was not 
the sense of your sweetness and passion lying under me that 
whipped up my thighs but a picture from my rogue's gallery, 
BELOLSOmELOMetcne beach, a pair,ot legs seen in the street, 
the chunky sensuality of the girl upstairs. You did duty 
for all of these, and while our pleasure in the act was no 
less than before, it would not now spread its ripples be- 


yond and transfigure the coldness of your sleeping back or 





bese 

the notseiof my snoring or the sconstant clash ‘of two dis- 
tinct bodies sleeping in a bed Only wide enough for one. 

Leltralone thy every tgirl butityou, isolated «from 
youtby every cgink netuyou, and ayetrnot lonelyfbhut waiting 
amidst a supersaturation of possibility, awaiting the 
specic, ithetgrainwoh qressern fact ekhatuvould precipitateda 
new and unforseeable order. My summery life was ecstatic- 
ally empty, a state of constant readiness for the moment 
I knew must soon arrive, for this was no state buta 
balance too subtle to be maintained, and since I could not 
go back I should have, somehow, to go on. My condition is 
not opacity but a continually changing transparence which 
only exists in so far as I reflect another person, and 
during those weeks there was no one to show me who I was. 

[tiewashitie followmung sevening:) ol) had’ been yout for 
a long walk along the dusky promenade, for the fog always 
lifted towards sunset. I felt more exposed there, as if 
the intention had more chance of reaching me then when I 
SaaeotuE sus inemy rooms Yeteat no time did I try and’ shift 
FOr myseli eel wad already tléearnt sthatcwhen thingsare go- 
ing to happen they happen anyway, and if they are not no 
amount of pushing on my part will ever make them. And so 
I strolled along the upper promenade, glancing about me 
at the great houses and the road softened by the evening 
air,; at the fishermen evending beside their wrack fires 
at the water edge, the lucky lovers secure in their world 


where cog in mesh turns the wheel and keeps time moving. 
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For although I walked step by slow step down to the pier 
and back along the beach in the scramble of the wash break- 
ing, yet I should not have been greatly surprised to find 
it no later on*my return. Twas ina pause where time 
Meant vas littleVas 1t-does an@’the middle"GFt Mesrcy Or eon 
the silence between a gun going off and the shell explod- 
ing. It was as if the tape had come loose and the machine 
was simply taking up slack, leaving the full spool with 
its unheard voices and strange new words untouched. I 
walked on down to the water and spun a stone out, four dabs 
at the sea surface smooth as a huge eyeball. Behind me 
the*tall white *houses@stood out “against the lVast*of the 
light, up on the high promenade. I crunched back over 
the pebbles and up the steps, back to my meaningless Eton 
ErewOulcsbe boeten=torcatch "asbus *andygo and SseeRycus No, 
that's only defeatism. Anyway you'll be wrapped up in 
your work and I can sit here as well as there, reading. 
Give it another hour anyway. There's always that if all 
elserrarls:s 

There were feet outside, emcnock fatethe door. it 
was the drummer. They were having a ball upstairs, the 
Sets ands rniselr, would 1 elikeVtorcome “up?” TI went. * This 
Wasebe. "NOt the mouse ‘but!the cat) the chunky one? I 
Knew eacronce and instinctively, closed my eyes and, at 
Hong estas ty Leap ts . 

My landing was a little uncertain, the slope rather 


steeper than I had expected, my wits unused to the diffi- 
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culty, the rapid adjustments. I didn't tell you anything 
abOut LELOf course, the time when we had that. sort)of con- 
E1dengesinecachiother haddlongegone by.. Besides,.I hada 
faint memory of another affair, eons ago,.when I had been 
glad that you were still there to catch me after mistaking 
Ene VuEChAOE mygaktemptaeeAnd foraa week,,.<twosweeks, -old 
and new kept their spheres without collision. You con- 
tinvedsto comegtoqvisitysl began going,out withwthesgirl 
upstairs. One evening when we had gone off to the pub in 
the company of her student crowd, who eyed me warily, the 
JOkereingthei rj pack, +you called:to_a locked..door forsthe 
Pinstgcime ingourslifej..-Butyl-explained)it easily enough, 
eNO OL Deen Ours T OEsowlongawalkjecalongathesclifis. «for 
some strange reason we never crossed except when the line 
was|clear.. But I soon began. putting you off.my place 
with specious excuses, that I would rather have a change 
of air by coming to see you, that you did not really like 
my room anyway, no I can tell, and it would be better if 
I came to yours. And meanwhile I was exploring my new 
catch. 

I found her a strange mixture of religious up- 
bringing and adolescent angst, groping about in books and 
people for the answer to her sweaty little problems. One 
of those whose confusion is simply a tangle of knots they 
are too.clumsy, to undo, and which they hoard and display as 
if this muddle were their most precious asset. And yet I 


had chosen her. Myweary waiting had decided she was the 
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one, and I did everything to believe it. We first got to 
grips after that evening at the pub, for she was the sort 
that becomes voluble and delightful in a bubbly way after 
two glasses Gime den, Genboniy tdriniknohecourse. thve 
wandered through the town made for these moments, down to 
the darkened shingle where we stood and watched the rolling 
gleams that the waves caught from the promenade lights be- 
hind us. And then stepped along the track of the miniature 
railway to the platform where we sat and talked. Drivel, 
but it was new, a new set of names and faces. And my hope- 
ful heart is always ready to silence the wincing intellect 
and fathom a fellow under all the accumulated garbage of 
crippled cliche and popular jargon. At least she tries, 

I told myself, whereas you never left the safe and narrow. 
Apeleast she tsipornting dinithe irightedirection, and is it 
not for me to help her out? Better a thousand times some- 
one who drops again and again into pretension and banality 
than the tepid good taste of my life with you. For preten- 
siousness can stumble on truth, but tact will only ever 
breed good manners. 

She was hung up with both her own problems and 
those of her chums in the student set. Her boyfriend had 
DUstIDLoOKement ofiewith henyenoshowasntatotthink that 
was why she was going with me, when she saw me she was go- 
ing to give him the push anyway, and then her room mate 
had terrible problems and she thought they should stick 


together, like spaghetti, because that was the way they 
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worked, they had always been a little group. I didn't 
dike this Jattle group bit much; for it was Clear that I 
was Only an associate member of it by virtue of her having 
taken up with me, but I hoped to wean her from these tepid 
trivialities into the fullblooded intensity of an affair 
with me. By God she would soon learn what had hit her. 
And then she was Creative after a fashion, was charming 
in her tentative indecision, she would open up new horizons 
for me at a time when I would have fucked a dead cow for 
the experience, she had in her body a heavy peasant 
Sensuality that was new to my touch, and above all she 
seemed to like me. We said good night on my landing, and 
later, lying on the chaise longue and wishing I had your 
blotting paper body to soak up my lust for her, I decided 
that all in all we would give it a go. 

PRE sNext ceyelLerang you, to ensure a clear field. 
EeWwas GOIng OUuL fOr a"drink with my fellow musicians. 
Again the inbred reluctance to burn boats. But since my 
apparent mocive iInvall chis#was tosdo just that, why did 
PenOterebish this opporttnity of finally cutting loose? 
Perhaps tt was also a childish delight in secrecy, in 
running two households, each unknown to the other. I cer- 
tainly thought myself a pretty smooth operator as I 
travelled over to see you the oplbarceb ate aie rnoon. = Lt 
was a close muggy Arie ab top deck trapped and stale. 
The evening had gone off well. She had come downstairs 


to me and we spent the time talking, she did some painting 
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and I made coffee. She told me about her childhood, .a 
tight safety net of sins and expiations, about her life 
in town, about her plans for the future. She wanted to 
go.away,,ailone, and find herself. .T .told her.that the 
proper place to look was in the reflection of other eyes, 
that in solitude the petty personality most of us have 
Gries ve Jtke soalt petrol... she said that was aiid very 
well but how did I know what was right for her? 

Eaexpericnceds.a moment of, distinct unease at this. 
I had taken for granted that she would treat my opinions 
with the respect they deserved, coming from me. I was 
willing to bé patient with her stupidity, but L was darned 
if I was having her talking back. But, of course, this 
Moiomie sclu st upidsanduunworthys ~Indeced, .who«wassl to,tell 
her. what was right? Yes, very true.. Perhaps after all 
she is a real opaque person, not just an anthology of 
attitudes I ran through five years ago. And then, anyway, 
one man's holiday is another man's home. It's not her 
beliefs that count but what she does with them. Let every 
man be presumed flesh until he proves himself cardboard. 
Ah, what fine uplifting sentiments. What a rare example 
Of restraint and toleration. God, she better just realize 
what a man I am now, that's all. Such heartwarming mag- 
nanimity must not be wasted on trash like her. 

In the meantime she had been talking, and I had 
not heard a word. She was telling me about her ex, about 


what a tremendous manly creative brute he was but how 
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they didn't get on. I think she described them as incon- 
patible. Were we compatible, I asked. She said we must 
be because we disagreed about everything. And then we 
Started talking about you. She asked. I said I had been 
living with you, making it clear I expected this arrange- 
ment with women, for a year and a half. We had grown 
tired of each other. I wanted her to take the credit for 
a separation which had not yet occurred, but this above 
all seemed to worry her, as though she feared the respons— 
ibility of taking over from such an affair, for her so 
very long. I reassured her by saying that you had been 
going to go abroad in the summer anway, so it made no 
datferénce. mihisteheereda@ner up, Sandhthenbshe suddenly 
remembered that one day she had seen us walking down the 
street to the promenade together, I had made you walk on 
the opposite pavement, love, so that those girls above 
should know I was in business, seeing us from their window. 
She remarked that she had fancied me from the start but 
had nearly got put off seeing me with you. If he's the 
sore Octeblokéywouldtgo roundawithnasgirlelike that, iin 
that) grotty:green skirt nearly down, tovher knees; well I 
thought good)1luck stoshim: 

As she said this it crossed my mind that you were 
an evervyeawaywintinitelytsuperiorrtoothiselumpy «girl. chit 
had no effect on me otherwise, for your faded image still 
bived@myoéyés;=butelesoonashut her up talking like that 


about people she did not know. In a suddenly muffled voice 
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she apologized, and we moved on as though nothing had 
happened. 

And now as I progressed towards you, towards the 
dead end of town, although I accepted the new arrangement 
gladiy and bittintoditsascthe) first) fréshtfoodsI shad 
tasted for a long wile, yet in the halcyon summer which 
had spawned it all I sensed something I had forgotten 
about, something I had never expected now of all times. 

In that flawless deep heatwave, in the new pattern of my 
Pitegiloxeming andghinting Vise Lfednto’ theafutureatasensed 
with a wild attempt to shrug it off another hot still day, 
my earliest memory, sitting on the parapet of a high rail- 
way bridge, my father holding me by the ribs. I ought 
really to remember the fear of falling or the clamorous 
passage of the great express we had come to watch on its 
way north, or at least the whitl of damp smoke that flowered 
Over Me as the engine clipped the edge of the bridge, but 
Hoyeehisht reconstructed elater:heAllaiotrulysrecalleis the 
Waiting, the heat and dull sky, endlessly flat land, the 
sole birds flying, the railway lines reaching away into 
theshaze where at length they, met and vanished, the total 
silence which it seemed no sound could ever break, no 
GEaINgOL anygotherflavingethingtever arrive, justithe two 
of us there waiting in that afternoon, for ever. I think 
perhaps I have liked Praline ever since for the bustle and 
plosion of that one express. 


And for a moment, as I turned the corner into your 
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street, hot and dusty, an old woman polishing her windows, 
I felt a great terror, as if I had broken some benevolent 
spell and let loose in my ways a power I could not control. 
SNdGLt was aseic totmyemothertsvarmsethat Decameeinto 
yourspvandeichattered*toeyousabout bittlerthings «and 
laughed and kissed you. But later, when we were down 
playing tennis on the courts by the promenade, a man came 
into the court dragging a child and yelled at one of the 
women at the next net, I cannot work with this bloody 
child in the house, take him away, I'm going. And it was 
overcast, as if to rain, the wind sprang up around our 
sweaty bodies and we went back to the room, toast and jam, 
tea with sugar. 

But theynext evening, «whencthe sky owas) rich with 
colour until the streetlamp outside my window came on and 
put it out suddenly, then I had no fear of anything but 
muffing my part in this piece. She stayed downstairs 
Paatani chipeactermianadetalkedthermantokiteandian hourwoft 
petting on the chaise longue had left us both hot and 
puffy. Curiously she seemed less disturbed by whatever 
echoes of mortal or venial sinning remained from the con- 
vent than by what her mousy friend upstairs would think 
of her. I made a few quick statements about the latter, 

a mistake I had anticipated and tried to prevent, and 
then had to backtrack ah8 agree that she was a very nice 
girl and that all the crowd were a very nice crowd and 


that when I said they could go and fuck themselves it was 


mara 
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onty a*turn*of speechyO°Acttally ‘I think she! only objected 
as a formality. It seems my influence in person is quite 
strong, but vanishes the moment I turn my back. As long 


as~she was there with me, face to face, I believe the group 





therapy nonsense left her head except for reflex reactions. 
Indeed if I had taken the trouble to keep her in sight 
once the holidays came I might even be lumbered with her 
now. Anyway, to bed she came. She had already explained 
that the painter she had just broken off with had broken 
Into-hervfairly brutally*beforémleaving) thatrittiadanurt 
and left her frightened physically as'well as. tinkling 
like a prayer wheel with distant moral injunctions. I felt 
genuinely sorry £0r her; even a pang of-love for her cow-— 
like timidity, which I could see getting very badly scalded 
and bandaged up in a middle age devoted to children and 
other pets. And she was beautiful, with her long hair and 
huge dark eyes; her flésh with the softness"that will soon 
Dew tatieSiers big balloon Dbreasts*that she carriedeso*tawk= 
wardly, unsure what to do with them, fine and round when 
she bent down or raised herself on her arms, but which 
when she lay back degenerated into helpWesse ella essmiuhat 
were more touching than exciting, with their weak unsucked 
nipples that never stiffened with love. And yet with her 
beside me in the narrow bed, with the strange smell of 

her and the richness oe her flesh I could not help being 


roused, though I made love to her with more desperation 
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Esanepleasure, for I could see she was Feelang only pain 
and whatever I did had decided to feel onhky pany land 
only the sheer pornographic thrill of having her naked 
and under me made me go on. But things would change, 
indeedhuh anythingeithisrdifficulty only made me feel the 
more engaged in that world I knew only by report, conver- 
Sation and books. Women were supposed to find sex un- 
pleasant at first, men were supposed to enjoy them anyway, 
finally they were both supposed to adjust and find in this 
developing harmony a physical analogy to their growing 
love. My life with you had been far too easy, now I was 
learning all over again, the hard but ultimately rewarding 
way. 

The next day I went over to see you for lunch. It 
was a Clear day of unmarked china blue, the sun disappear- 
ing into its own brilliance. The people shopping were gay 
and wore bright colours, the town looked confident, even 
the conductor smiled. You were lying out in the back yard 
besidegthé french windows, iopenefoxlthe firstatime,in 
living memory, having dug out two canvas couches. The 
pussies shared the other, and so far from being cramped 
they looked positively pampered. The yard was a small 
Suntrap, quiet and mellow with warm brickwork and the leafy 
shrubs. A prickly plant of some kind stood in a plastic 
flowerpot filled with parched earth and two towels hung 
dazed from the clothesline. I brought out a deckchair 


and stripped to the swimming trunks I wore everywhere in 
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summer. 

As I lay abask I tried as deeply as I could to 
find the crack, the difference between this occasion and 
all the previous times I had been with vOUMDLAgter abl, 
there had to be a difference. I had started another Lites 
linked myself to another girl, spent a week and more with 
her, had slept with her only the previous evening. Some- 
where I had to be able to trace some tangible lack in 
this afternoon scene, and by clinging to that act authen- 
tically as a changed man and give you a chance to sense 
the change.wevetii.cotildgonot find thishpointeof departure. 
It was ridiculous, here was I behaving to you exactly as 
though nothing had happened, indeed I was even beginning 
to wonder what if anything really had happened. It was a 
felthyedeception onjmy parttand yetulfcould find«no 
adequate way of avoiding it, since I felt exactly the same 
towards you and the pussies and the house as I always had. 
Here, now, it was as if my other life was of no account, 
yet when I was with her you were only a poor memory. There 
seemed no way whatever between, my reality was simply what 
i heappenedstonbeslivingkateanyngivensmoment: wButethis¢was 
unthinkable. I had acted precisely to create a hiatus 
between old and new, and now I could find no ground on 
which to seek the meaning of that change. Old and new 
were two unrelated fragments, two sides of a coin such 
biat Dial lookedvatvone;, =the other was obscured. Their 


only connection was that I had posited both as happening 
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CPoltheloneypersonvthdtalicalledameseand nowal afound «1 
could not locate this person. Of course the coin is made 
of metal, but if you look for the metal you will see only 
the design, one-or thefother.! I had the choice of me 
with you or me with her, what I could not discover was the 
pure and untouched self from which to peel off both 
designs and stamp one on the other, making a person not 
merely different but changed. 

Huge bloated clouds were blowing in off the sea 
and taking the sun from us in brief spells. The pussies 
got upoand wwent in.ceD moved: over*to theiricouch: 

I toyed with the power I had of telling you 
straight out that we were finished. That would certainly 
bring oubethet change; lout sitawasmcrudesandruntruevoul did 
nots LCCliwe weses@iinished abuelljain acti wastenjoying 
lying there and murmuring to you, enjoying the light tan 
On }your *skanvand»appreciating)for) the) first time just how 
restful your company was, how civilized. It was all very 
well decidingstogtell you; butntell youtwhat? SWhat «were 
the words that would exactly circumscribe the situation? 
I've fallen in love with someone else? That was stupid, 
I had fallen in love with you and if the word covered both 
cases it meant nothing. I have found someone who symbol- 
ises for me a new order of things as clearly as you 
Hepresent) thevold? Ohiesure; I could imagine your cackles 
over that. So you're mixing with metaphors, eh. Anyway, 


I only played with the idea of telling you, as the mind 
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wil beplaytwith many lideaSttr Koa’ itself incapable of en- 
acting. I could not see myself actually saying any words 
which would brutally present you with the situation, take 
it or leave it,-even if I could find some which did not 
entirely misrepresent it either in themselves or in the 
context of me speaking to you. I might find myself imagin- 
ing the effectworethatidirt clogged igardendfork lying 
against the wall suddenly driven with force into the soft 
folds of your brown stomach, but the idea was only support- 
able even as an idea, I did not vomit and scream even at 
the thought only because it unfolded in a dimension of 
thought alone, a fork, a stomach, for which the visible 
objects provided only an illustration. I could no more 
bring myself to actually speak definite words to your 

ears, lying thére, than I could have dreamt of taking 

that. parcivculanyrork, an vene hands ithatewould?sconérthave 
fallen from my wrists. Yet the thought was mine, I 
entercainedssuci a kthougnt: 

It was now very cold in the yard, the breaks of 
sunshine between the clouds grew shorter and not worth 
waiting for. We packed up the couches and took them in- 
Side again. As I closed the french windows I noticed 
the peak of a hammerhead cloud over the wall of the ad- 
jOining house. The air was quiet and close. We got out 
of our swimming eostuncay and struck with desire I went 
to you and cupped your sweet firm breast in my palm. 


But it was cold, we would make love later, when we went 
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to bed. The room had grown dark with the clouding outside. 
We got dressed. You were standing in your skirt and 
blouse, buttoning it up. You said you would come over the 
next day and we.could spend the afternoon on the beach and 
you would make a curry in the evening. I remembered the 
girl, who was to come and pick me up for a party one of 
the art crowd were giving. I said it would be nicer if I 
came over here,ewe could ogo on*this. béach as iwell sas ‘the 
other and anyway you had all the food stuff here. You were 
brushing your hair at the mirror over the dressing table. 
You said you preferred the beach at my end of town, it was 
cYeanerseethenjwith aglaughtandsa;touchhofscuniosity you 
asked was I in with some other girl over there or what, I 
seemed so anxious to keep you away from the place. I 
paused a moment in silence, too long to dismiss. 

ActuUaRi yan eninhaving@atratherntouchingslibtlesaffair 
with the girl upstairs. 

icra gnorelookeareyoun youtsardinethings’ BRThesroom 
was “eryidarkenow, butt ‘could not gosand#turnsoniithe 
light. I tried to force myself to realize what had 
Happened ewheregiswas;kbutitall altfeltiwas ‘revulsionatiuthe 
coy superiority of my words and a dull palpitation of 
shock, as after orgasm one moves a heavy limb, on that 
bed, how many times, the folded counterpane with a crease 
in the top layer, a bulging vein over which the fly 
crawls on the sleeping hand. The light outside was so 


DeavVA Limo Cibecdgtomraintinibigesthickedrops. © i ‘looked 
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out at the yard. It seemed incredible that on that 
puddled concrete, by those rain washed walls, we should 
have sat basking in the sun only a few minutes earlier. 

And still you said nothing. You had turned back 
to the mirror and were brushing your hair, only slightly 
more -fiemlySthantbefore. Ort twas @asai ft Tchad spoken ina 
foreign language and we were both trying to sift some 
sense out of the jumble of words still sounding in our 
heads. ‘But of course what I had done was to speak the 
only words prohibited in the game we had played for so 
long, so that the first reaction was to wonder if I 
really meant what I seemed to say, if there was not some 
way Of interpreting my words within the limits of that 
game. For although I had no understanding of just how 
intricate and irreparable a structure I had just smashed, 
yet I realized that no valid reaction to my words was 
possible. For as long as we stayed together we must 
eutherekeep tsi lénttor carry onGas@ift Mmothing Mad happen- 
Cay asere woecouldes till] Fbalke Virlyouehad been chéaper 
and nastier we might have had one of those what do you 
mean by treating me like this after all I've been through 
rows they go in for on the television, but as it was you 
asked what, now I come to think of it, was the only 
Logical question. Which one? The short one, the dark 
haired one, you know. You paused and simply stared at 
Mes Then with-a little giggle you asked if I was serious. 


Yes, Ls Ssupposewsco, ‘as Se6rvous “as ISever am. And your face 
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very slightly hardened; not “changing but setting in the 
expression it wore, so as not to change. You stood up. 
Will you stay and have a meal? I've got some sausages. 
You were pleading almost. 

Puls @hadehadsenough enitsaid Duwas soarryebur I 
had to be getting back, and the appalling lameness of 
this politeness in the context of what you now knew struck 
me as equal toma Ggphys#calbbhowrerBtthllcouldiner standjany 
longer theMunreality “of thisescenep under *yoursquiét: and 
astonished eyes the whole business seemed absurd, almost 
ObSCeneceineits gratuityseel knewaifoyouequestioned mesl 
should start sounding pompous and end up clinging 
stubbornly to the fact whose meaning I could no longer 
BCauhze. GvOums tooceSsti1 lyebookingeatemes andelesayw that 
this refusal to stay had in its immediacy given my vague 
words depth and form and hideous colour. What I had 
meantewasisimplyythateinsagsituation likesthishIlvwould 
not stay with VOUBDULA golcosanotherrgirl ,~thateandgall 
the other instances the future would reveal. I left you 
in an awkward embarassed way that suddenly threw me back 
two years, and in that moment you appeared, here she is 
as a child and this one was ute last summer isn't the 
resemblance astonishing, as the dimension separating two 
cardboard figures, two flat facts, a dimension I had now 
sealed for good. You re complete, perfect, I could 
see you in the round and throw you away. 
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bottle of whiskey, used most of it and ended up scrawling 
lewd words all over the lovely white wall. JI tried to 
entice girlie into the bedroom but she declined. All 
right, all right. Show her what a considerate fellow I 
aM. woex? os limiabovesit, ain control...But Isdidelhearn«a 
little more about the group she surrounded herself with, 

a herd of buffalo, their wildly unstable affairs and in- 
trigues which might have been worthwhile if they had lived 
them with more than the gross ingenuity of a serial writer 
permutating his characters. Among which from time to time 
a new personality is tossed by way of seasoning, a guest 
appearance. But unfortunately I did not mix, either over- 
powering everyone else or fading away behind an inane 
smile of goodwill to all men. Which made me either arro- 
gant or condescending. 

She told me the nextday what elishadespent the Last 
hour at the party sitting on the window ledge bawling 
highly coloured descriptions of everyone in the room to 
the night air outside. Having passed the point of isolat- 
ing me as a character, such a laugh, Cieywetnvedsloud Gnore 
Ae When sthat igot, to be. ra, strain, two.-of them, one of whom 
I had just described as carrying his balls in his jeans 
like an old hag her scrawny, tits, decided to pitch me 
out through the window, and only desisted when the host 
pointed, out, that. I was bigger than either of them and 
Might wreck the room before succumbing. However it all 


ended happily with my belated but reliable vomiting, which 
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the doctor tells me is the aftermath of a jaundiced liver, 
but I who have lived so often through that swaying horror 
when the newly minted world which seemed to have every- 
thing in vague store suddenly and finally slams down the 
hatch leaving you naked and sottish under the stars, I 
know that the jaundicéeis “much further qone than“that. 

And I remembered in the drowning simultaneity of that spew 
your kindness once before, while she stood distantly be- 
tween me and the grinning mob, looking like a matron whose 
dog has=jUSt fouled the*footpath)/*afterPatrotten party “at 
which I made strenuous attempts to lech up to any and 
every girl but you, how you guided my steps home and held 
my sick and wallowing head in your hands while I tried to 
tnPusc Order=into_it by*working Gut?the®properties ofya 
triangle from first principles, but the triangle buckled 
and collapsed, the sides became windscreen wipers and a 
straight line went to any lengths and the geometry of the 
world collapsed and I sicked up again in an abyss of pure 
relativity where you were the only fixed point, who later 
that night held a white glazed pudding basin for me to 
Gusheand= Spree mncoy; leaning=oulvoftebedrand gazing sadly 
at the ingredients of your cookery bound together with a 
ioe sonivotesalgvas 

But that night there were only thts handy blokes 
who, having dismissed nie as an idiotic showoff who could 
not hold his drink, finally destroyed me by being nice, 


running me home in their car and pushing me through my 
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door, which they shut, clattering off back to the party 
and leaving me to collapse on my bed and clutch my pillow, 
Swallowing filth and calling out on my breath your name, 
your name my love. 

However, when she eventually appeared the follow- 
ingvelternconidtuwasinothdori the easy slanging match 
offered but simply to point out in her usual unemotional 
way that I -madesher position a bit off acting like’ that 
and that the crowd was very decent once you got to know 
them but you couldn't expect to be accepted as one of them 
straight away could you? And they were goingpfors®aneouting 
the next day, would I like to come? All I looked for then 
was the peaceful healing evening ahead of us, and so agreed 
without thinking. I had to buy time alone with her by 
joining in her communal activities, but I still had hopes 
of diverting her from thése by a personal fire of such 
intensity as to pale her group games. 

We went down town and sat under the $lasé moon in 
the yard of a pub where the smart set go to nibble a gin; 
the students expand over mild shandy and I munched the 
hair of the hound and chatted to her about the future. 

We thought vaguely of going away somewhere together, she 

to pursue her painting and I to remove her from the gravit- 
ational field of her pals into the freedom of an affair 

for two. She listened with one ear, nodding at the wrong 
places and generally acting distracted. When I cornered 


her about it she said only that she was confused and did 
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not know what to do, that she was going to fail her dip- 
loma, that she was at a great crossroads in her life and 
WeeelOst ior audirection. to etakecand keep. tes iSince.I 
had no answer to these invented problems I ignored them 
and carried on as though she had not spoken. There was 
no point in encouraging her illusion of independant deci- 
sion and insight. Anyway, what did I care about her queasy 
quandary, she who spent half her time mcaning about other 
people's. disregard ofa sensibility whichs«if it existed 
shegcertainily kept well wrappediup,,and,the other half 
groaning because the moon was not on sale in prepacked 
slices .at.the local supermarket. 

Aud wyet this slickedismissal troublessme, when I 
think of her messy openended life and my own, how similar 
they are. And how we will both die without having brought 
to life that firmness and solemnity that we both in our 
diceerent 7acgons expressed aswish for... If I.saw.her 
hangups as the comic corns and carbuncles of personality 
a clown displays, it was only because my own were a little 
more sophisticated, less strikingly inane because less 
Gisiilvegcaspedeat one glance.) But that this infinitely, 
insignificant distinction should have led me to disparage 
her and gloat Over my Own magnificent struggles, this was 
Sicker and more petty than anything she ever perpetrated. 
Lieisethis realization which is perhaps ultimately most 
depressing, when it rules, that that fat and stupid bitch 


of a mindless shopper veering from one brand of washing 
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powder to another is made up of the same failures, the 
same frustrations and the same desires as any spiritual 
sufferer you care*to identify with. “She®will®curse the 
crowds and rude assistants and dream of a centrally heated 
Cafeteria with feted bingo! and®televistions ohetwilt €0al2 
minate against death and the disinterest of a self 
sufficient universe and dream of a world which camouflages 
itself against the colour of his thoughts and whose con- 
stant invention is nevertheless restrained from mindless 
waste and pain. But choose whatever metaphors you like, 
the game is the same, and though virtuous superiority 
and=the-assumption@ofvan aristocracy ofsthe spiritiis 
good for morale it leaves you nowhere in the long run, if 
you are unfortunate enough to need other people's lives 
as raw Material storky ourwown. 

And yet why should I have been respectful of her 
Itchy perplex simply becauséaittwaseas real andyvalidiias 
my Own in some ultimate resort? At least I did not de- 
cGive myself that thesé *mattérs were’ soltble, at BAe 
rate in the warm house and all friends together sense 
she believed in. I knew her house must always have that 
draught one can never quite trace, that her friends 
would never step out of their costumes. I knew she wanted 
life to be as cosy as death and her friends as safe as 
memories, and yet ean life and laveng friends. Just 
because we are all finally in the same boat does not mean 


that I am going to spend much time on the everything 
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WOuldsoeeallericht 36 only brigade... And yet, if there 


were a heaven, it should be a place where one could meet 
these sordid naggers tripped of the tinsel goals and petty 
worries in which they clothed their ache, meet them and 
recognize that appalling still sadness which is the only 
human soul that deserves to survive. 

Anyway, by the time we reached my room again we 
had arranged that she would be staying in town while I 
went off to work on the pea harvest for a month, after 
which I would come back and collect her and we would take 
Off imeosthe blue. We hadsno definite place in mind, but 
in the thin air and long velvet evenings of the summer 
town such mundane considerations seemed incidental. Things 
would arrange themselves, as indeed they did in the event. 

It is curious how events collect themselves at 
nocessand then clear for a stretch of time. Now, for 
gnstance, everything happenéd at once. Not only in the 
expected ways arising from the changes in my life, but as 
if by sympathetic vibration other unrelated possibilities 
were drawn to happen together, there was a much greater 
density of events than usual. For instance, I was twice 
very nearly killed on the road. Once crossing from be- 
ayitigtal, veh Veneinn mi only noticed the car when it squealed to a 
halt a yard away from my stick legs, swerving slightly in 
the last moment of Motion like a graceful embellishment 
ater the Cadenza, And then on that day out, walking 


appropriately on the outside of four abreast round a bend 
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in the still and deserted country road, a car suddenly 
there ae speed frantically swerved to avoid me and I fell 
in surprise, crouching on the warm tarmac, feeling the 
scorch where black pellets clung to my whitened skin and 
watching the driver of the disappearing car shaking his 
Fist out of the window. It was the only vehicle we saw 
triat. day... 

We went tO ther deep déad centre of the country, 
through an isolated landscape of small treelined valleys, 
in one of which we left the bus and climbed up to the 
heath of chalk made desolate with heather and stubborn 
scrub through which the sprawling track wound a way in 
Circles upon itself. le had taken us only a couple of 
NOULS even in theslazy bus, buL LL Was another world 
alcogercner from the tedious plains and ethereal abstract 
downs that I had assumed were all the place had to offer 
in the way of common. And the weather was almost a 
parody of summer, the sky an open dome within whose whole 
and undiluted air we crawled over the crumbling chalk 
like the chaos of ants I crouched to observe fussing on 
a patch of moss, in the sudden heat where a huge electric 
bee steadied itself while selecting the dustiest web of 
flowers. 

In prospect if was the best day I had known for a 
long time, in experience a heavy brew of excitement and 
melancholy, spiked with bubbles rising from the swamps of 


my childhood, where no doubt the coal is even now forming 


/ 

“sy 
a 
ae | 
a 
an a 


$ “7 
P 
: iE 
rrty4 TT, we 
234 oe < 7 
7 
fv 
= {4 
FO id 
{ 
» 
{ 










~~ 


. ’ a : ; 
fe ot . on r it «A Pe r 
ons, LJ owt a Foe SY | 4 nd os Sad vd Fa ‘ 

: : 3 en 


ry ) \ 







& Jxomls @swW Isis sew. oe BoA A 
OF ' a 


f = 


of ; ' 


: : ae ; aD Ae os a ti ed a ae 
¢ €L Ww of most eke oe 2 noah ev om. pat 
hs —. ' : Ve 

fo pobl chasm 






i. 


ane a s 








15,7 
that will keep me warm in a sentimental old age. We 
reached a bluff of sheer rock topped and tailed with thick 
woods, the’ faulted face Of a little valley, qreen ana Lush 
as the heath behind us was barren, where a river ran along, 
disappearing in a screen of trees at either end. It was 
a private vale of pasture sunk into the chalk with even a 
few cows chewing and gazing round in the contemplative 
manner approved by landscape painters. What made it com- 
pletely delightful was the strange junction of two railway 
lines in the middle of this rural wilderness, with Signals 
and points and the rails leading to God knows what conurba- 
tions utterly unconnected with this security, this quiet 
and useless valley. 

The group spread out, some climbing trees or down 
the rock, others Tolling about in smooth crevices and 
hollows on the ledge of stone. The girl and I took our- 
selves off for a stroll, but she was not happy for long 
away from the others and © certainly did not want to 
appeal wisOlationist just then.  On=the other hand £ had 
very little interest in or experience of communal 
SecLivicies, ciougn L-dra my best to feign the sort of 
easygoing unoriginal mentality which is required if ten 
people are to pretend to have but a single thought. And 
so the afternoon passed away. I left them once and went 
exploring through aetcoascitie, old trees overhanging the 
cliff, down a chimney in the rock, only realizing after- 


wards that I could quite easily have fallen and broken 








P53 
my neck, and dashing madly through the trees below, recover- 
ing with no difficulty the Sagas I had spun myself as a 
child let loose on Sunday afternoons in a glen of trees 
and deep cut stream near our house. But the blood warmth 
of this recovery was accentuated Dye Coun Phe air, 
close and hot, which I felt in my attempts to mingle face- 
lessly with the others. All T asked was.to be ignored, 
but unless it was simply my neurosis Gistributing its sown 
doubts among the bit players then these were cons tant ly 
aware of me, as of a slight headache. I knew that at 
least two of the men had their meek eyes son ty girl, sand 
I knew too that she was torn between her affections general 
and particular. And while I thought I knew which were 
which now, in the pockets of empty mood during the after- 
noon I could see how Very eGaSyoitewould be Gorlher,.to 
fuse the two, and cut me out. And so I went off fora 
time, to be with my old certainties again and leave her 
Eleeetoucouas she liked. «She, could go and suck eggs, I 
wasn't going to play games with her. Didn't she realize 
who I was? All right then, others did, and even if they 
Ghee 1 certainly made up for their ignorance. I was 
an original leather bound hand sewn genius, an exquisite 
SetoiDilityyethat sewiatel was,.avlaw unto himself, an 
untamed volcano of a personality, a still pool of tran- 
quillity with cosmic dust in my eyes and a redhot turd 
in my underpants. What care I for the something some- 


Mirngs sot thestimid something crowd? What, more to the 
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point, was I doing romping through the woods so green 
like a retarded spastic in heaven, dismantling homemade 
replicas of people who scared me? There was only one way 
to face them and that was to face them, face to faceless 
face, sitting even now just over that ridge, real and 
Substantial and twice as large as the life they led. 

What if I did feel like a virtuoso told ees music has 
been banned as useless and why doesn't he learn a trade? 
Belittling what scared me was no way out. JI -sshould be 
able to live a half normal life for Christ's sake it's all 
this going off by yourself makes you weird. 

I pulled myself over the ridge of earth by gripping 
a handlehold tree root and strolled down to the smooth 
baths of solid rock where the rest of them lay soaking in 
the unwavering sunshine. And as she greeted me with a 
delayed and slightly manufactured smile I realized what 
was strange in their treatment of me. It was Simply that 
while their tone with each other was one of continual 
meaningless insult and innuendo, to me they were nothing 
Other cian wuntaiminglyspolite, with the fractionally more 
determined intonation with which one speaks to the for- 
eigner, a nice bloke but not too hot on the language. 
They were putting themselves out for me. And no reaction 
in all my stock from pity and contempt to admiration and 
fear could close that chink. 

We lay stunned and sleek as seals on the rock. 


Two solemn hikers passed below on the track skirting the 
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TOOL Of. the clift. «they -plodded by in. theix sturdy 
anoraks and khaki shorts leading to khaki legs bulging 
with muscle and stuffed into thick socks, coils of rope 
over their shoulders. One of the girls gave them a long 
languorous wolf whistle, and we all fell about laughing 
as the serious spectacled face turned and scanned the 
heights for this strange birdie. And my girl looked at 
me laughing and touched my arm for the first time unpromp- 
ted, saying joytully she’s such a scream. And later ‘on, 
when our own climbers had returned and we were all dozy 
with rest, the steady forgotten humming of insects and 
heat suddenly focused and intensified, we looked round 
curiously, unable to decide whether it was very near or 
very distant, when a huge diesel locomotive appeared out 
of the trees and sidled coyly up to the signal, murmuring 
passionately. We sat entranced by this visit from the 
outside world. The engine serenaded the signal with an 
anguished howl which set the cows on heat but left the 
Signal unmoved, and soon we had included this louder bass 
PiptbesOtchnestra Ofsthe valley. So that it came as a 
shock when for no apparent reason the signal lifted with a 
loud clack and the amorous diesel moaned and groaned away 
into the pit of the woods again. With the plug pulled 
out of the sounding valley we all at once felt heavy and 
redundant, decided thé day was over and it was time to 
be getting back. The sky was Stlieciear and bright as 


we turned once more up the slight rise on to the heath, 
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but the sun had fallen flat and its light passed straight 
through between the layers of air without warming them. 

We found we had exhausted ourselves with rest after the 
walk coming, and now the tumble track was long and tedious, 
our journey only a tiresome necessity. And when we over- 
took two hikers stepping at a planned pace through the 
heather I think only I noticed the face beneath the spec- 
tacles and growth of beard unshaven, the lower jaw drawn 
out to one side opening a crack between the lips where the 
liquor of his mouth seeped out. 

When we reached the bus stop it had grown chilly 
and we were cold waiting in our light summer clothing, 
were cold and tired all the long journey home. And fall- 
ing asleep on my shoulder she was personal and secret at 
Last, pitlwaseiveske chose to support her as she dived into 
dreams where the bumps and jolts of the bus became shock 
waves reaching down into that enveloping buoyancy where 
we all live again as fish do, the brief walk from one bus 
to another in some dreary market town already overcast, 
She winced at the light like a child, and when in the final 
cold coach she relapsed into herself she left behind 
enough, her head in my arms, her hand on my knee, to let 
me know she depended on me to keep the world at bay, and 
to make it easy for me to do so. I had her safe at last, 
and if it was. only cold and darkness and delay I had to 
deal with it was simple. I chuckled inly with pleasure 


at the solidity of it all, my back to a wall secure at 
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Nasi. 

When the bus pulled into town it was almost dark, 
and raining. I wakened her up gently and we ran with her 
friend the mouse down the streaming promenade and into the 
damp smelly silence of our house, where I left them and 
burst into my own dim room with the pleasure of homecoming 
that never palls. 

That was it, I did not see her again before going 
out) toswork. « Ti found jitedifficult+rat first to get used 
to her dating system, only seeing each other in patches, 
but I could not very well force her to spend more time with 
me than she wished. I persuaded myself that this was only 
another habit I emust <Love outseofsher,-but atetimes I 
wondered if any such habit could have survived the needs 
Ofgakreallysstrong taffection;.and.iftshe+was not merely 
making sure I remained a part time partner. 

Whenpl woke othe next «morning «it wasitoya.clatter 
on the panels of someone else's door, then the someone 
else I remembered was me and somehow I became responsible 
for this weak and flabby body propped on one elbow whose 
door was being knocked at. I was now together, hastily 
patched up with bits of dream still sticking out here and 
there but I made it to the door, tucked a dressing gown 
around me and opened it. And there you stood, calm and 
firm in that cream minicoat, your face at once tender and 
distant. I stood for a moment, catching up. Can I come 


in, you asked, rather sharply, as if the question now had 
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meaning. I muffed my way through a comic hangover sequence 
and closed the door behind you. You stood in the urine 
light from the thick curtains and the room and my appear- 
ance seemed a calculated shabbiness, trying to prove some- 
Loing sae YounPookederound carefully, searching I suppose 
for the hidden girl. Said you had just come over to 
collect the things you had left from time to time, a few 
books, some makeup, the check nightdress. I mumbled some- 
thing about sleeping late and started to dress. I was 
desperately embarrassed and kept lupmavhearty tmannereeryou 
were very cool, turning away to pull a jersey from the 
drawer as I put on my jeans. I pulled back the curtains 
on the vicious brightness outside, opened the window to 
let in the air and street noise. Your manner was that I 
had known you use to strangers, but brittle, unnatural as 
my own which I also used with certain people but never 
before you, become one of them. This was the real agony 
of it all, that we were denied our ability to talk freely 
at the very moment when we both needed it so desperately, 
to try and explain, understand. At the time when I most 
wanted to take hold of you and make you see that it was 
not you I was leaving, not this you that stood silent and 
hurt before me, or at least to know the extent of your 
pain, at this moment I was reduced to the harsh false 
pretence that nothing unusual had happened, seeming for 
lack of words a cold and heartless hypocrite to your eyes. 


Ah how sick I am of this fucking subjectivity, this 
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seiiness , “this eternal maundering inconclusive irrelevant 
tI. I, I, I, this faceless consciousness in whom I have 
not the least interest, who is only bearable when lived 
precisely as the translucent I in whom there is nothing 
but what echoes the reality outside. But this objective 
review of a subjective process, how ironic that I who 

have always hated and loathed the sterility of intro- 
Spection should now be trapped by the paradoxes of self 

in the search not for ney + LOreivdo Not existeebut vou, 

. who exist only too much. And though when I think about it 
I can see no other way but this laborious construction of 
a polyhedron, in the hope that the shape of the long van- 
ished concentric circle may be caused to appear between 

my crude attempts at its perfection, yet whenever I wish 
to reproduce some scene which my mind still sheers away 
from, some scene like this morning meeting whose incredible 
simplicity and equally incredible complexity of association 
and echo can still stop me dead in my life, as when grop- 
ing in a pocket one feels among the hard enduring things 
the sudden fragility of a loose cigarette, when I turn 
from that spontaneous and unaffected emotion to these 
crippled gestures it seems nothing but obscenity, this 
reasoning, the laborious commentary to a forgotten master- 
puccesg.l.can only hope that when I at last reach the end, 
an end of this sad and wonderful history, I can laugh and 
throw it aside, turning away to the only reality which can 


compete with it on its own terms. And yet I do not know, 
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for what are those terms? If I persue .1b.as art it evades 
me as life, when I seek to smother it in life will Li not 
stare back with the disinterested perpetul tysor.artz 
Only if I can confound its design with my representation 
OF it “and then out live sit -tooiwil 1.1. ibe free, and even 
tuenlsdosnot know ifeiteisnot,.too,late. Tf you pause to 
hold the door open for someone you must expect their 
Shadow to fall on your stepping feet. 

I muttered something about making breakfast, 
coffee, and retired behind the partition that enclosed the 
cooker and the sink. Do you know what time it is, you 
asked. No. A quarter to twelve. I lit the gas under the 
kettle. There was silence in the room. Then yYouUssatd,. 1 
called round here yesterday, I stood out there on the land- 
ing for half an hour banging on the door, why didn't you 
tet me sin? 1 wwas -outpall day, I replicd calmly. | Out, out 
where? I was out with the girl, we went out to the country 
for the day, with her friends. A moment of silence. Then 
I heard what I supposed was you crying. When you spoke 
again it was convulsively, in little SpUGES. SOU .in, the 
country. I thought you were in here with her and you 
wouldn't let me in, I stood out there and I knew you were 
in here and just let me stand there banging the door and 
calling. You never took me out. You never went out with 
me. 

Meskettle boiled... poured water on.to the brown 


powder and watched a lump of undissolved coffee turn black 
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and circle on the surface. I wanted to Soatoeyousvbutad 
could not face the scene waiting on the other side of the 
plasterboard wall. I touched the cup, my fingers stuck 
Slightly to the hot china. 

You don't really think I would have left you stand- 
ing out there, do you? There was no reply, and I realized 
at once that there could never again be a reply cdtoysuch a 
question. I took the coffee cup and strode round the part 
ition. You were sitting on the bed, arms on your knees, 
staring with liquid eyes at the window. I held the cup 
out to you, you took it after a while and put it on the 
floor. I wanted to say something, to touch you, to explain 
thattlawasenot thegsortect person VYOUSENOUght, athensone of 
person I had to appear, that I did not mean to hurt you, 
but then I got confused by the fact of you being there and 
hurried back behind the screen. 

There was silence. Then you suddenly said, et 
only I was going to have your est, atelcastithar would 
be something of you to keep back. You paused, then con- 
tinued in the same perfectly natural voice, suddenly 
realizing all these things, it would be better if you had 
died. 

I said nothing, just stood tight hoping you would 
soon collect yourself. I said nothing, why? Because I 
was aman of principle. Because ebeteltwall the tpity ain 
me wheedling me to go to you and take you in my arms and 


hold you, and because I knew that would be false I did 


™ 
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nothing. I did not love you, I had decided to leave you 
and the more completely I cut myself off the better. To 
comfort you with an affection I no longer believed it 
would be despicable, an insult to you, for you surely 
wanted my love not my pity, and since I could not give 
that I would give nothing. It's a great thing, logic, 
and yet was I wrong? Would you have been helped by a 
Spurious kindness whose hollowness you would have detec- 
ted at once?™” And if so, would’ that have made tit Ponce tor 
me to pander to you, only delaying the pain? Fucking 
ethics, fucking, fucking mental masturbation and filth. 
Right, wrong, who gives a shit? I did it like that, and 
if it happened again I’should’ do it again ‘and again and 
again. There is no lesson, no moral except that kindness 
and affection are the exceptions to which there is no 
rule. When I think of these last days my mind goes to 
pieces they excite such unspeakable emotion in me, and all 
that turbulence can find no outlet, no use. I can neither 
justify nor condemn myself, only observe, writhing, the 
inevitable sequence of actions, and leave all the stifled 
Pity seo tester at the pack*or-my “‘trgnt= Little’ thick ugly 
stupid mind. Yes, eeknow that thas selt=viltvfication 4's 
only another easy way out, but I do not believe in it any 
more than in anything else. And what does it all matter 
beside the simple A rea cenein 3 fact OL Vou Sitting, on my 
bed that morning and forcing your hard banal common sense, 


of which you were so proud, forcing 1c LO; cover and deny 
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the uncomprehending pain of your soft and wonderful love, 
forcing it to conceal that tender fragile sympathy we 
had both forgotten about and which returned now, puzzled 
and hurt like the child whose legs have been blown away 
by a bomb and who lies in the arms of his helpers with 
huge startled eyes, to embarrass us, as the child embar- 
rasses the generals in their clear world of sorties and 
morale. 

At last there was silence in your room. You had 
succeeded in the struggle. I came round and lit a cigar 
ette,-offered you one® “Then I saw what you had done, and 
nearly called out, so precise a gesture was it. Ina 
window box on a stand we had planted some seeds when I 
moved into the flat, and these had recently put out tenta- 
tive little shoots, several dozen of them. And now they 
Payeare uprooted; not tlungein® the fireplace ox anything 
dramatic, simply plucked up and left lying beside the 
earth they had clutched out, their white roots broken and 
exposed. I just stood and stared. You were standing by 
the window, turned and went over to the chest of drawers 
where you took out the remaining clothes and stuffed 
them into a shopping bag you had with you. There was no 
room for the books so I said I would bring them over when 
I came to collect my things from your place. You said 
that was fine. You had fully recovered now. You apolog- 
HscGecGr Maning-d Luss, I sardeno not at all and showed 


you to the door. We agreed that I would come for my 
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things the following afternoon. 

I turned the lock on your descending footsteps and 
strolled back into the room, feeling nothing but relief 
that this uncalled for assault on my feelings was over. 

Do you know, love, when I think of us now I cannot 
understand how you could ever have loved someone as ugly 
as I. I don't mean physically ugly or even inherently 
evil, I mean the hideous mess, the squalid juxtapositions, 
the inadequacy, the helplessness, the tepid confusion of 
arrogance and humility. I am losing hope of ever recon- 
ciling myself to this, let alone anyone else. I remember 
one day we were out walking I said in jest that the only 
reason: (lo was ‘faithful,.to you was’ that) no-one .else could 
ever put up with me, and after a moment you said you 
thought: that was probably true. . And for all I know it is. 
Ovaeigeam (econtined ito gbhe tcompany, of ethose... ike sshe, who 
feeds and feels me now, who are tone deaf. I am growing 
tired, love, of these painful memories and of myself above 
all and the dreary reiterated present in which I move. I 
must try and not be maudlin though, for tomorrow the sun 
oy no doubt be shining and all well, a glorious future 
unrolling like wallpaper. I have no certainty to guide 
me, not even that one, and it is this which at once sabo- 
tages any attempt at contact with others and makes my 
own company intolerable to me. 

The following afternoon was Gull when I left the 


house, dull as I made my way across town with a stack of 


. 
~ 
: / 7 r 
‘ , « > . 
- © a T rruvy r ie - SHAT oa? 
P : : , . > 3 > 4 4 ‘ QQ. ae FS Oe Oeste 
* 
. 4 - 
e . a. Z * 3 * 
+ 
iS. 
i 
. 
5 
< 
i - 
7? 
% - 
Ll 1 - iad a ’ 


. 

’ a . , i 
Hy Near b | ‘od fvirtist -25n1 moesed 
| fu3s3 is 5 
tte bes \oon ddbw qu duq a9ve 
aa a nn 















7 





170 


incomprehensible books under my arm. The Simultaniety 

of spatially separated events. Dead time and the quench 
unit. The lifetime of excess carriers. On the aberra- 
eion of bight fromisitans.;, butrotted through the mosiac 
hall and opened the glass panelled door, without knock- 
ing. I never knocked. The strange reverberations of 
Familia wefurnit ares names Meenivset bo dust inside, in the 
drab living room, you sat silent beside your ctwofilat- 
mates watching television, turning to me with surprise and 
aypleasuce no longerygsure of 4 tselds, seimid. And yet how 
natural and unaffected was your every gesture, every 
emotion coming untampered to your face. In contrast with 
my cracked tones. The pussies looked at me with their 
usual ironical greeting smiles. Did they know? We passed 
through into the bedroom and I got my gear together, there 
ecenedivenyeyi ttle jofia tigewWhat didswel say ad havetnotidea. 
MOotmdeword One word... But all) I can recall as VOU Lace, 
trying so hard to follow the lead I was giving you, of 
Shallow indifference, now darling we're reasonable people 
after all not savages let's be civilized about this, that 
pretence which coincided with what you thought you ought 
to have felt when all you felt really was a horrible 
unease, a disposition to touch me and say it isn't really 
true is it? As in a nightmare you know you should protest, 
tOLSeiSeridiculousj;eitiskonly aldreamsafter all, but 
somehow the words lodge and grow in the throat, you go on 


playing by the absurd dream rules and so endorse them. 
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And so you continued to answer my reasonable comments 
about arranging this and rearranging that, replying ina 
hesitant voice but never questioning my right to ignore 
the fact*oft -your*suffering, -to™deny its-existence. \"AL1 
your rights in me I had taken away, and you wanted only 
totknowshowffiarsl might grant your requests, how completely 
and how soon we were going to have to part. For instance, 
we had arranged to go and visit some friends of yours in 
the country the coming weekend, had arranged it as long 
agOtase=basters But wnowel said) 1l-wastsorry; 2 woulldnttobe 
ablePeotmake sit) SsAndGat thistyou seemed=really shockedy 
Perhapssbecause Lheerot nadenotyspreadethatutartbackpeyou 
forgot it was the same me who had accepted in the first 
place, but when IT refusedoyouldidenoteinsist: “Simply -stood 
like a prisoner being read another new regulation he does 
noe Understands butaw2ll thave.to. livetwith)eas®ifaitemade 
sense. 

I took my things under my arm and said I would be 
Goring. MYousasked WEevyouecouldtcome withemeato the bus 
StOp yr agreed, of course, of course, anything you like. 
AS dong as®i couldyget*outyo£ theshouse and away. “And yet 
L°was glad your’stayed with me, for all the time we were 
together I felt besides my fear and revulsion at your emo- 
CLoOneaewish=toeexplainviteall away,), the samerincoherent 
desire to have things out, to clear up this huge misunder- 
standing that I had felt when you came to see me the 


morning before. And although I could still find no means 
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L72 
to prove what Ivfelt must be true, that your emotion was 
unnecessary and wildly in excess of the facts, yet the 
prospect of parting without anything achieved was blank, 
andpivwasogladeof acsecondrchance swolt was'sallwso unfabr. 
I had only left you because our love had grown old and 
tired, after all, and yet here you were acting as though 
I had cut us down in our prime. I had opted for euthan- 
asia and you, your face smoothed with weeping, seemed to 
charge me with murder. Yet you must have known we were 
finished anyway, you did know it, you had admitted it by 
accepting a job abroad. Why then these tears? Why this 
pain? What had I done to deserve so much mute recrimina- 
tion? 

We went out through the hall and down the slabbed 
path. LEtoosgounrarmy iknowingml Ihad Giotihing tto tfearein 
the way of faked disinclination. And there was a magical 
sweetness, the taste of perversion, in holding you with me 
down the road, in pretending that things were not as they 
really were. Yet when we reached the stop and sat down 
Side by side on the bench, then when I should have had to 
do more than simply touch you, when I should have had to 
Jtoolkseausyourmeyes toc, jthen 1 sour no nothing, and we 
sat for ten minutes or more absolutely silent, in the 
horrible silence we had never known, a mockery of our 
quietness, the silence of constraint. And nothing I could 
have done or said would have reflected more accurately the 


truth of our situation than this lumpy loaded silence we 
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kept. The sky was grey and there was a chill wind, it was 
avdayetalien back@intolspring!iniI looked atevyou once or 
twice, trying to show you everything by my expression,’ but 
it never got near you, your soft swollen face was packed 
tight with its own emotion, with the tears dismissed and 
the choked wishes, absolutely full and impervious. I 
could only stare at the pavement by your legs, your legs, 
what had they done to deserve this cruelty and neglect? 
And at last the bus answered my wish, though it was not 
without a pang of regret at this new failure that I got in 
and said goodbye. You did not answer, just stood there 
looking dumbly at the closing doors. And three blocks 
bater Ihhadvrorgottenrall about yousandrwasslooking forward 
again, as the bus clipped off the dead streets one by one. 

And you went off for our looked forward to weekend 
Pech eecomntry, alonestebecause, thenpeopleyweresaftercall 
expecting someone to turn up, and because you thought a’ 
change of place might help you to find your feet again. I 
must have agreed to see you off, perhaps you asked me to 
do so. The situation was clarified even for my befuzzled 
beaiveby stheatact ofgyourgdeparturesior arsweekend, salone, 
to convalesce. And I was again acutely ill at ease as we 
walked up the street to the bus StoOpye thismtimetcarnyinhg 
yOourobagthiWhatad ebnalld not imaginatively realise was made 
fact for me in your going, in my staying. Andon that 
slatted bench I made by first real attempt to say something 
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properly, which was strictly true, but made it sound 
mystical and was therefore a lie. And I quoted some 
lines which came to mind, Jesus help me I quoted you some 
lines from a book, in French, in French. Even at the 
time I can remember thinking, surely this will be too much, 
she mustisurelyaecream now feasdlwsat pthoughtEullysandtars— 
passionately, rational man trying to talk his way out of 
a situation where his reason fails him, sitting half 
Eurmedseto youn stumbling over ttherwordsmiwcouldanokt pro 
nounce, giving you a running translation of the text, 
speeding up as I saw the bus approaching two stops away, 
one, blurting out the words, and you rising to meet the 
bus with your eyes straight and face firm, as if no extent 
of lunacy or farce could move you any longer, the limits 
having been broken anything was possible and would be 
accepted in the same blank passive manner you had become 
in order to survive the first and most grotesque absurdity, 
beside which no other could show. 

In the bus we sat silent, I played out, aware 
vaguely of how very much worse I was behaving than you, 
how very cheaply. But then it's simply my dionysiac life 
force seems messy in contrast ates her quiescence and in- 
ability etogadjust. )§inabidityeto.,adjust. Andethe* warmth 
of your thigh and side pressed against me on the sweaty 
green seat. I paid. And when we reached the station I 
walked in under the porch with you, “sited while you 


bought your ticket and then saw you to the barrier. Once 
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15 
safely the other side of it’ you turned*and said, well 
goodbye. I said goodbye. And suddenly it was startingly 
clear that you were out of reach, not just physically but 
everywhere. The way you said goodbye was not to the author 
GSsyour-parnebut=to a™=-kindly friend *whovhad=seen*you to 
the station. What you suffered was now totally isolated 
within you, bound up precisely to avoid the prospect of 
change, enveloped as an event passed, to die slowly. I 
no longer came into it. But I°turned away, free, a week- 
end with the girl before me, shot of this sickening 
emotional hangup and all its useless complications. 

With all I have forgotten I still remember you 
saying afterwards how much you enjoyed that weekend, and 
at once feeling a prick in my bloated self esteem. TI 
suppose every man really wants the girls he rejects to get 
them toa nunnery. 

The days between have gone, one or all, next is 
our next meeting. It was one evening, I came round to see 
YGu; no -doubtwarter some™reverse in’ the fother camp. 1 
found the flat dark and only the blur of a radio upstairs 
to disturb the silence. On the big polished table was a 
hove -lnavyour swrorcing, »LoOr thespussies. ~ “Im srtting on 
Sussman y OownwdatLe2o-1f anyone wants me.” I “left “the note 
and the house and walked down the freezing clear pavement 
where shards of flint glinted underneath the street lamps. 
Up a concrete drive and rang the strange bell. You appeared, 


looking much better, alive again, surprised and glad to see 


176 


NeeouUeeno tm unduly co. As we adoused sto be infact. 1 
Came, in and sat ,down win ‘front of the electric fire where 
you were ironing. You talked as you worked, about your 
visit, the people and the house, describing your journey 
and time there, and very soon I had forgotten all my 
anxieties and sneaky voices and was simply enjoying you, 
as much as I had ever done. Perhaps it was the room not 
ours, perhaps the interval of days which cut away the 
nightmare between and left us free to behave, for once, 
naturally again. I was pleased to see you and you to see 
me, and we showed it. 

And then you were standing changing the position of 
some, clothes drying On a Lack berore the fire, and I had 
been inspecting the owner's records, and coming back to my 
cChalrepusnedsinto yoursarm reaching for awshirt. ~you 
turned and looked at me, I took you in my arms and kissed 
your hot tender mouth and your eyes and cheeks burning and 
Salty wet .And sl GOunotyexpect to experience in my life 
again such a wholly overwhelming moment, your feelings as 
quick as my own, your need as great and pressing as mine 
“ope the simple affection starved all those monstrous weeks, 
while I fooled around with a puling adolescent who thought 
of love as a new dress, very nice but what will I look 
ikem inetes - knew ase. felt thé*relief and, joy not.only 
at our being together ‘but at there being some sense in 
the world, I knew that I wanted to make love with you and 


we could and would. So I held you away from me and looked 
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in at your face broken up with impossible emotions, and 

said, let's wait till we get home, in case we wake the 

baby. And so we did, spending the evening before the fire, 

talking about this and that and making tea. And when the 

people returned we slipped out and back through the bitter- 

ness to our flat, that endless back room where you took 

off the red sweater and your skirt and I my shirt and jeans 

and I held you in agony, the soft warmth of your tummy, 

the swell of your breasts in their crinkly bra, your ferm 

legs and the faint immemorial smell of your loins, from 

the thighs where you touched me to dust in the sweet hair 

of our love. And I went with you to the bed and unhooked 

your bra and palmed your breasts, and made love to you, 

and made love to you, and made love to you. 
Pndetiicewllilestayewitin mesnot, onlyeforsthe: £liont 

of my body then, nor because in the event it was our last 

time in bed together. But because for one evening we 

broke all the rules and escaped from ourselves, the us 

that had loved shook off the design in which it had no part 

aua,mlaughiang, just did. Yet it was no more, even owed 

its potency perhaps to the fact that it was only a holiday, 

a diversion from which I returned to the struggle to 

batter my way into a new life all the fresher for a good 

fuck weiner troup lLemwith, post coitum is not that one is 

Sau, Out that one begins once again to think in terms of 

projects beyond a present used up. Once again we revert 


to the greasy grapple with a future whose promise veers 
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between the blank walls of despair and the itching | 
vacuum of hope, but never offers that Simple warm immer- 
sion in a present moment which is its only justification. 

Nearly over. We had used to play tennis together 
occasionally, one of the few solid interests we had in 
common. And now my scanning eye picks us up, ascending 
the long curve of the concrete road leading up to the 
courts, in a park on the edge of town. It was noon, a 
blazing hot day. The sounds of cars and other people 
reached up to usin a blur under the scuff of our own 
feet and the noise of our breathing, a blur made visible 
in the haze of heat muddling anything the eye took in 
from the distance. Wheaten slopes flanking the valley 
winding up into the county, a knot of trees marking in the 
Hoe sole mb NCC lec _lOl ede LLaceswesnadlclimbed oneaday ,_ 
a year before. You were sullen and silent, I oppressed by 
VOuUrmIncention out, rerusing to admit, 1 noticed it, trying 
to take no notice and make it go away, to dismiss it with 
gay irresponsibility. We reached the squat building and 
you went to change while I stood looking at my reflection 
in the polished planking and at the loose hopeless curves 
of the downs lolling in the sun beyond the sheet of win- 
dows. Then you appeared, as if to a room full of people, 
in your short white tennis skirt and blouse, your hair 
done up in two bunches’ with rubber bands. Green and yellow 
rubber bands, very thin. I smiled, but you went on look- 


ing nervous, though we were alone in the pavillion. We 
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went out and down over the cricket pitch to the courts. 
ISCookeyour arm anda you Let me hold 1t, limply, without 
imtcesest. 

And we played our game, sweating in the empty 
heat. I muffed my shots and gagged and gurgled and grouch-~ 
ed through the game, desperately pushing out a stream of 
nonsense and gaiety against the dull disinterest of your 
flushed and sombre face, and the sheaved bunches of hair 
bobbing about as you leapt and ran, your legs pink and 
strong. And I thought then how beautiful you were, but as 
one thinks dispassionately of the drawing or photograph of 
austranger. << thought you beautiful and myself lucky to 
be with you, but something came between, some deeper pro- 
Wibttilon; saparalysis or emotion. Not for the first time 
PeEBOCCULreO tO Mentha lomight surfer; might .wx.wegret leay— 
ing you, and that there was nothing I could do to prevent 
it. Because I had opened up a new dimension in my life, 
and that had to be explored, and while I could not be sure 
that it would replace you, I could never be sure that it 
would not. And I realized then that this whole matter was 
HOWeUNeLACe CULCS UeEmyecOntrol. FOr if 1 dropped “every— 
thing and went back to you, parents would be fouled by my 
perpetual curiosity as to what it would have been like, 
that other path. I had started something that myself would 
not allow myself to leave undone. 

We walked back to the pavillion, I carrying my 


racket on your side so as not to have to take your limp 
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arm again. We bought some beer and ate the packed lunch 
you had made for us, egg sandwiches, two tomatoes, a bag 
Of broken crisps. And we ate in silence. Afterwards, 
smoking a cigarette before going back, I tried to place 
imeword= what I had realized about it all, the fatality, 
being beyond my control, hence the inability to feel 
Besponsible.. Butt tell silent atter a couple of sent-= 
ences 9) tt sounded so trite, as if Df were trying to 
justify what I knew was unjustifiable, what should not 
need justification. And I began to feel irritated with 
you, who had not spoken a word, for making me JUstaiLty my- 
self, for sitting there silent and smug and leaving me to 
fumble for speech, for keeping up this banal act of silent 
suffering and imposing it selfishly on me. What right had 
you to make it difficult for me when I was going out of my 
way to make the break gentle? Most men would simply have 
walked out, yet here was I still coming to see you, agree- 
ing to play tennis with you when I could have been on the 
beach, and you doing your best to make it miserable. Was 
that generous? 

I looked at you. You were staring at me and cry- 
ing, without any sound, just tears swelling out round your 
huge open eyes and running down over your cheeks as you 
sat opposite me, the paper wrapping from our sandwiches 
on the table between, with the beer glasses and crumbs, 
and on the chair beside you your bag and clothes, your 


racket in its press. The sunlight lit a huge rectangle 
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on the wooden floor, but did not reach us where we sat. 
I looked away, awkward and furious, wanting to weep and 
whisper to you, to dissolve into the air, wanting the 
happy ending I had within my power and could not bring 
myself,to use. .And so_I sat, hard.and. abstracted, and 
letayou,cryssilently in that empty, room,,. utterlylalone. 
Bhat’ sealls 

Then you got out a handkerchief and wiped your 
face and blew your nose, and we got up and went back down 
theswindi ng sroad..)Ands about alli thes frustrated, tencerness 
and dying love I could feel my amazement that you gave me 
no grip, no false note of anger or melodrama, no excuse 
to harden my feelings against you, only the purity of a 
naked love such as I had never imagined I could inspire, 
only wa. depth gf emotion,1I never realized you.possessed, 
only a perfect and cheated love which I never noticed 
Jit eelcawasetOOmatenton do lanything,buty cruelly and use- 
lessly torture me, shut away behind the drawn blinds of 
myself. 

And what were we up to in there, inside the wall 
eyed room? Going round and round and round, sniffing 
arses. She did not like my odour it seemed, grew touchier 
and touchier. And as I lay on the beach every day and 
tanned I passed the point where I really cared any longer 
whether she stayed with me or took off in search of her- 
self or some other fiction. I became gradually abstracted 


from myself, watching life as a mime which caught distantly 
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at my attention, but left me intact in a head swimming 
WEEE Cae onde Coconut, oily fumes, + The-.oily l.used. to. borrow 
from an acquaintance, a lifeguard on the beach, and 
glistening with it lay a slimy dollop on the harsh pebbles 
day after day, with less and less inclination to do any- 
thing or interest in anything but the ethereal vacuum of 
that summer opening day after day like a dish of mussels, 
each identical and perfect. She met me on the beach now 
and then, one day with three of her student friends, of 
whomponeus tarted insulting wher, calling. her.a, silly, moo 
and ridiculing her ideas. I was vaguely aware that she 
expected me or whatever bloke she happened to be with to 
Spring to her defence, but I simply hadn't the energy, 
could only, lie; there sviawn yand, grin, wnanely... agreed: with 
all the bugger was saying anyway. So she packed up and 
left, saying she had work to do. That evening when I 
askedy her about ast jshe| Gather too, carefully. denied nemem- 
bering theyiirci denks elhisisort ~otywautomatic sealing oft 
of anything she did not like was one of the things I was 
Bending eowcrags iherwasyd elovely .chia.td, «a, lovely fat 
moo, but she would insist on being taken seriously. And 
then her flatmate the mouse apparently loathed me. I told 
my girl it was only maddened sexual desire, but she was 
not amused. She felt responsible for liking someone her 
flatmate loathed. And the more I dismissed her flatmate 
as a flatulent flatchested bitch the more strained she be- 


came. Already realizing, no doubt, that she was not so 
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much in love with me as with the picture of me she had 
taken at that party upstairs, a picture I spat on with 
everyeword,. 

But on the beach nothing mattered very much. And 
then one day I found a note slid under my door. You re- 
minded me that one day during the winter you had asked me 
to accompany you to an allnite party some rich acquaint- 
ances of yours gave annually on midsummer night. I had 
agreed ‘at’ the time, “1t being quicker than’ refusal and 
midsummer unthinkably remote, and now you requested, as 
a favour, not having anyone else to ask, your due. How 
could i@say no? "I'm not thaw kind of slob. I"m another 
aligisih vere Of Keleys 

It was the last time we went out together, and so 
ie oUppOse tives tlascoewills nave to stand’ as finale. I 
had not slept the night before, and on the beach that day 
dozed off, waking to a low sun and every movement of my 
body a violent sheet of pain. What my oily comrade had 
not told me was that while coconut oil will tune up an 
estabiashed “tan very nicely, 1ts effect on white skin is 
Precisely that of Cousin Olive on Sausages. “Il was, for 
the first time in my life, truly and comprehensively sun- 
burnt. To which my tiredness and the long exposure while 
asleep to sunlight filtered through the evil afternoon 
haze had added a muz zy brain and a queasy belly. My only 
desire was to climb into bed, slowly, and have the band 


Prayesvecet Mustc. sAS it was I had the prospect of a 
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twelve hour orgy to the depressing noise of people enjoy- 
ing themselves. By the time I had climbed up the steps 
from the beach to the promenade my only consideration was 
whether or not I would be able to endure long enough even 
to make a show of having a good time, not, above all, to 
prevent you doing so. Every step involved the rubbing of 
inflamed skin on my arms, stomach, chest, thighs and the 
inside of my legs, caives and ankles. Changing out of my 
trunks ‘and into my underpants took me. twenty minutesivof 
advanced masochism, since the least inclination from the 
vertical caused my helpless muscles to give and my body to 
topple slowly, in time with my yells as I saw what was 
coming, and collapse on knees and hands, overdorie skin 
rasping on the carpet. About the time the people below 
started thumping their ceiling with a broomstick I had my 
Shairtwon.= My trousers. 1) managedilying? onimy backionrthe 
bed with my legs up on the wall and a towel between my 
teeth. You had told me that suits were the order of the 
day, if not indeed evening dress, but having neither the 
one nor the other I blew on my jacket and looked for a 
we Gllumvas only then Swithetenrminutest totgo, that. L 
remembered I had used the only tie I possessed to bind 
Hove utiopangetvap ins thersink.© Soroutiie went to! borrow 
one from a friend, a journey which left me, by the time 
I rounded the corner for home again, on that astral plane 
that people undergoing torture are said to attain, where 


nothing matters any more and the pain like everything else 
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recedes to a distance unconnected with oneself. I was 
halfway up the stairs, and I now know exactly what stairs 
mean to the infirm, when you came dashing after me into 
the entrance hall and I turned slowly, overbalanced and 
fell down two steps, hanging on to the banister and 
screaming. You rushed up and grabbed my arm, at which I 
cried fuck and nipped my tongue. Then we hobbled out past 
the, open door of the flat below, where a shocked granny 
With.tagichl ldreteeachi ipsglarcd.at.ustan.l told her not, to 
worry, she'd be old herself one day. Outside was the bliss- 
ful car we shared with two more party goers, and once in- 
sauce seprecovercds sulticrently., tongivenyousa, run, down of 
thems Leviation, 

But you were in your debutante mood that evening, 
and such things as sunburn or tiredness did not figure in 
that world of Ambre Solaire and interior sprung mattresses 
and mistresses. Not that you were unsympathetic, but you 
had drowned your kittenish emotions and put on the dress of 
sociétyrand civilization, prepared for this evening of the 
life you felt was yours and for which you were born. You 
had dropped the untouchable coolness that usually went 
with this, though, perhaps not to presume on the oddity 
GEwOuG sutuation. Bbutwwhateversthe reason... felt truly 
present to you, not merely in attendance. And I? All Tl 
was aware of was pain and apprehension, as I surveyed the 
white dickyed and bowtied driver and his laquered consort, 


and your unaccustomed though unobtrusive preparation and 
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the big leathery car that swept us along through the warm 
evening, all I felt was a desperate social and physical 
inadequacy, and hoped to God I would be able to control 
myself long enough not to disgrace you. 

We finally reached the big house and I began again 
the wounding act of movement. It was only when we got an= 
side and hung up our coats that I realized to what trouble 
you had been. A white ankle length evening gown was all 
you wore, set off with a single necklace and your face and 
hair. In my dream condition I thought how impossibly 
beautiful you looked. Who is she? And then I remembered, 
and remembered you sewing the dress together in the even- 
ings when I had used to live with you. We entered the 
main room through a doorway where an ultraviolet spotlamp 
announced the ;guests in a modern version of the footman, 
and I thought how it summed up everything about you that 
while this effect made every other woman who walked into 
it look like a soap powder advertisement, it transformed 
you into a column of light your flesh and hanging hair pro- 
claimed a woman. And it was not just my biased eyes you 
tae there were plenty, of other men there who saw how 
your taste and beauty showed up all the other women at that 
crummy party for the bandaged whores they were. Something 
that has only occurred to me since is that plenty of girls 
I know would have taken me along that evening and then 
ditched me violently and to my face in favour of any one 


of the admiring males around, after what I had done to you. 
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Yet such was my faith in what I can only call your char- 
ity that it never even crossed my mind then. Such, 
perhaps, was your faith in me, until I showed you catthing 
Or Rewo:. 

And so we staggered on from drink to drink and 
room to room of that hideous piece of modernity o© Of 
course I should never have gone within smelling distance 
of alcohol in my condition, but as we hardly knew anybody 
there and dancing was out of the question there was 
really very Jittle else sto do.,l And it <did take my mind 
off things. Indeed, about midnight I woke up sufficiently 
tos quitesenjoy: myself, in the’ relative quiet of a room 
with food, and although you could hardly be expected to 
overlook my inadequacy on this one day you had looked 
forward to for so long, you were never anything but kind 
and undemanding. All you asked was that we should Stay , 
as the host provided breakfast for those still able to 
crawl the following morning and this excited your imagina- 
tion, and indeed what remained of mine. The breakfast 
itself would probably be greasy and horrible, but there 
was something romantic in the LdeeNO Reavingauntislerdawn , 
dining off morning plates and then rushing home to bed. 
And in this euphoria I reconsidered practically my whole 
strategy of breaking off with you, you who were so lovely 
and gentle and witty Aim patient. I remember the marvel- 
lous flow of warm blood around my heart as I thought 


what a wonderful ending that would be, what a wonderful 
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beginning, as we would be all the richer for having 
realized what we meant to each other. I thought of the 
other girl, watched her figure become ground to yours, 

a brief episode in the development of our drama. Which 
was starting again now, here in this lurid evening. And 
although I was far too wary of myself to speak of this 

to you, nevertheless Iam sure you caught the hint from my 
affection, greater than any evening but that one out of 
time, when we shortcircuited our tearing egos. 

We wandered on to a balcony over a hall where a 
beat group was freaking while four huge loudspeakers stared 
impassively over their shoulders. I sat propped up 
against your shoulder and watched the dancers trapped in 
the warp of solid sound that turned the air to coloured 
plastic. I thought of the white maggots Spee EU Milevep Welehe 
when once I kicked open the body of a dead rabbit, the 
ceaseless activity fascinating in detail and incomprehen- 
Sible in design. 

We left them to it, I acutely aware that my walk 
would suggest Pewaseelchier  uptuned or dying for a slash, 
on through galleries of mirrors and people mirrored, 
myriad atomic structures circling, forming, disintegrating 
with a sudden release of energy, see you again I hope you 
must must meet are you going to the. Told everybody that 
I was absolutely seen wellsl mean, I wasn't, not really. 
iecdimeidLalyecver Gel away that's the nuisance of it, and 


then it s only to hunt balls, well they're so corny you 
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have no.conception, it's such.a yell. Well by any ration- 
ai .criteria.»j As farsas I'm concerned.she's two.legs..and 
the space between you know what I mean? The original 
bint with the hole in the middle, yes, I know, but the 
Eroubplenis shesseenms to think.»al respect him,<I;don/t 
SeVSECaA RN eeSO Lasaidawellewhaty,do you.thinke.it.is, 
dripping? Let's see if we can prevail on Peter to give 

us his opinion, Peter, have you any idea. Has anybody 

got a smoke, I mean a smoke, you know? Who is that man? 
Who.is that woman in white?. Well for Jesus sake, where is 
everybody? 

We barged through, collecting various drinks on 
the way, and found ourselves amongst the crush where the 
beat group was. us,comeone seized yousby, thearm,.1. lost 
Sight of you. It was no great shock, I had been expecting 
Ghaissalipevenings Silneaswaveit.Ccamecdsva,curious,reliet, 
Ehe@strarin was otfeand. 2 .could stop,worrying, stop.tryaing 
to compete, perhaps even find a quiet place somewhere and 
GO co wleepiasA body. .knocked.me and,.I,fell,.unableto,com- 
pensate in time for the new balance required, my fall 
eeeen throughs asfoxesz of Meas Te the £2100%,,0n whichst 
lay and then crawled like a baby, arse in the air from the 
room. Outside the air was freer, without the steel springs 
Ole Gheemusicanand I.qot.tosmy,teet.via» the;wall,. 1 
hobbled off through a convergence of corridors where every- 
one was, a room where two men were throwing books at each 


other, the deserted and stained supper room, up a spiral 
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staircase spiralling up, a man in black who said jolly 
good and then he said jolly good again, up, to a dome, to 
aqeoommentirel yori! ledwwith jcGshions, won which pout bung 
myself. At last I had found what I had been searching for 
all night. I closed my eyes and was very tired indeed. 

My second brief burst of energy had quite gone and now, at 
three in the morning, I was totally unfitted for any more 
exposure to people or places. I wanted go sleepy byes. 
Buttasjlong -as the «room remained quiet, with only, al loving 
Soe necking jinithescorner, zalil mvas) weld. 

And then after a while the door opened and you 
came in, alone, stood and looked down at me. I smiled 
sleepily. You came over, sat down beside me and took my 
hand. Why did you go away, you said, I might never have 
Pounceyoulagainwim thiisiplace setl tcldnke wantwtoidisturp 
you, I said. But I wanted to be disturbed, I wanted you 
to disturb me. I nodded. You licked a smear of beer on 
your wrist. Anyway, you said. And tucked your head down 
Gngmy Ishouldewprysogthatelesmell your meimanebreathing. 

All at once a square of light opened in the wall, 
a window, a painting, a vision of palm trees and breaking 
surf, the melting wax of electric guitars trickled into the 
ain and a voice announced Hawaii)land of Geisha Girls, 
land of Van Gogh, outpost of empire, at which the door 
opened and a pack of cooing idiots with women to match 
entered crying with one voice and that not their own, ah 


a film how lovely. Looking over my shoulder-I located a 










* 
4 g 4 Sf Si ifn? DOB HOS > 
f . ; 
r I vi tf ae it O07, ‘6 
fs r : : q P ¢ I me Vili 
o Pi r - 
Zaft 
‘ 
, . 2 I * ’ 
¥ o ' 
ie : : ox 
fi ' 
} o i tor 3 7 
i] 
|! 
1) | 
| (tare I A yteol bas boots -,enoln .ak eee 
fh . . ¢ 
| ; 
{ 


R- neos: . dbizod oS 250 (Servo sso vey syiitqosis 


i oueit Tavern sielm-1 \Siae vey yews vob wey BED. weit -basd 


if ; 
* 

} 

* 

& 

~ 

rt 
G 


voahe. ‘eit ot sa daa c: fen x: 


wh 


| asujgeih oF Inbw. 3 lid J aig # zis ak alege sin 5 bts _ 


if ito. Ween’ Jo znome & esate f xt" 
i] a 5 
iW 


wih eae TIDY, ‘BeASws 0A; “boi , ee 





LEDS 


diabolic torch casting this spell over the room, which 
quickly jammed with people sitting on the floor, snatching 
cushions from each other, lining the walls, a few hanging 
like bats from the ceiling. If you've ever asked yourself 
What palmleaf underclothing feels like, said the sound- 
track, you're barking up the wrong tree because the native 
boys: and’ girlstarelyustylikesms:an- that respect,.4it all 
started with a bluff sailor named Captain Cook, a lanky 
cunt with tones aged in wood sat down in my lap and bayed 
atvhis mates I) struggled upiand heldikyour hand ald the 
way to the door. Just outside we met the couple who had 
brought us. They had been looking simply everywhere for 
us, they were going home now were we coming? I looked at 
you. You told them we were going to stay for breakfast. 
Oh yes, fine, they said, we just thought we ought to ask 
you: becausewyourknow ithe sfirstrewbusi! isnt «cid lhalfi wast 
ten "sYou noddedvand looked at ime sfor confirmation. -And 

I hesitated. Partly because my.mind was suffering froma 
time lag between impression and comprehension, and partly 
because I was trying to envisage the horrors attendant on 
Stay imc, Ssotas’ EGicontrolgthemsliiehesiatbated in)factajust 
long enough to make it necessary for you to ask me if that 
Was au DEgiunsOueipielawoulderatherigotrektasked,a few 
stupid questions, are you really going? is there no bus 
before then? But all I could see was the intolerable con- 
trast between going home now in a swift comfortable car 


to the bed and quiet and sleep I craved, and remaining in 
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Loe 
this nightmare wilderness of pain and noise for a further 
Six hours followed by an uncertain cold slow return. This 
and the shock and distress in your face as you realized 
that I was not going to stay, that I wanted to leave now, 
and that things being as they were, there was nothing you 
could do about it. The couple shuffled and consulted the 
air. Well, are you coming or staying, they asked. I 
Hooked abl’ you "quilti ly and@said > “eoulad you stay by your- 
self? You turned quickly and said, Come on, we'll go with 
you. Turned to keep your face from me, and mine from you. 

We walked down the stairs and got our coats. I 
felt hideous, vile, utterly despicable. And I had so much 
wanted to give you a really good evening out, for my sake 
as much as yours. You sat silent in the car, while I 
whispered my explanations, how it was not me but my body 
had quit, my exhaustion and flayed skin and weakness and 
nausea. But I knew how horribly selfish it must sound, to 
spend all day on the beach with my new friends and get 
burnt, on this of all days, to hit you again just when you 
were trying to get up after the first blow. I thought of 
you and of the tall strong civilized men who belonged to 
your world, who were even now at the party, eatin elev ani 5 
who had evening dress and knew how to treat a girl proper- 
ly, who were fit partners to go out with and share your 
ped ‘and@your 14 fé3}2°7 could only agree to every charge 
and curse the insane combination of sleeplessness and 


sunstroke, the idiot chance that had left me unable even 
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to feign such qualities and thus make up in this respect 
the appalling injuries I had done you in others. Handed 
this one precious chance of a healing I had not only failed, 
but scratched my filthy name in the wound. 

Backnatethesrlat Larellostrapghtieinto bed and 
asleep, hopelessly aware, as I sensed you taking off the 
Vongawhiteedresspmotothetrinalitrony; that@onsthis tone 
night when we needed as never before the spell of the flesh 
to make everything right I could not bear even the sheets 
against my skin without shivering. You took the other 
damp bed and, I hope, went quickly to sleep, for the only 
place I can hope for any welcome from you now my love is 
in your dreams. 

When I woke the next morning your bed was open and 
cold, you had gone. I got dressed and left that dreary 
house for the last time. Nor did I ever see you again. 

These last weeks are veined thick with unreality, 
for the prominence of my meetings with you, and in partic- 
ular the morning you came to see me, the evening we made 
love, the game of tennis and that party, the intolerable 
intensity of emotion burning from these black lamps com- 
pletely obliterates the particular stretch of time in which 
they were placed. I cannot remember what separated them 
or often what caused them, I cannot even be sure whether 
the sequence in which I remember them is an order of events 
onwotethe imindpifor they have rather the force of stories 


invented to scare children than of things which might 
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actually happen to somebody. All relation to time not 
then has been dismissed, I am left only with these four 
terrible facts which, like a bad hurt, the face slashed 
with a razor blade, caused at the time so much real pain 
as the sickening fear at harm done to oneself and the 
expectation of pain to come, an expectation amply ful- 
Pelee or reanveone thing tn this world: Ieecertay 
that I will never completely erase the scars that those 
weeks have left on me. And indeed I am not sure that this 
attempt at erasure has not simply made a worse mess. 

But the peculiar thing is that when I think of 
these things, of the things I did to you and of your pain, 
the image which expresses with most pungency these moments 
is not any of them, is not even renee ed with this time. 
It was one day during our summer holiday, in that foreign 
city. We had had an argument over some trivia that our 
mood made big. And I suddenly stood up while you were 
talking and started to walk away. I was furious and sick 
at the sight of you and the whine of your petulant voice. 
Before I had gone very far I heard you call my name, then 
running footsteps. You slowed and walked beside me. I 
took absolutely no notice of you except to walk a little 
faster. You said nothing, just walked beside me, not 
touching me or asking me to say anything to you, just being 
there. I crossed a side street, ignoring you as though 
you were a stranger who just happened to be there beside 


me. And then as you grew unable to keep pace with me I 
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heard you fall behind and we walked on down that dusty 
baking boulevard, your footsteps sounding just behind me 
as I walked on, eyes before me and face drawn tiont. - And 
your footsteps gradually mingled with those of the other 
people on the pavement and I forgot everything but my 
pride and my anger and my isolation, and when I reached 
the end of the street and could not help looking back, you 


were no longer there. 
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Nor did IT -ever see you again. So wouldn't it be 
quicker and better simply to draw a line? The rest, let 
Us Say, .1s silence. But of course it is not. and was) not 
eucenever will be ain this) lites The sest) is calling and 
crying and whining and watching feathers move. But first 
there are the routine moves to be completed, for unlike 
chess masters we never resign, always play out the half an 
nour’ sel1te that remains. 

You left town a week after that party, and when 
the news finally reached me I felt Rocha butsrelier. 

At ies it was all over. My own days before leaving I 
spent in the same headless fashion, beach, lunch, beach, 
amex’ pub.) Ihe voiri sand Issettled| to a steady routine, 
not trying anything new with each other, just chugging 
arong. | 1 pave up trying to join in her group games and 
looked forward to the holiday when I would trap her crowd- 
less on some unlikely isle and beat her pretty head in. 
And so on without pause to the day when I packed up my 
meagre possessions, cleared out the heap of yellow news- 
papers behind the chaise longue, returned my key to the 
landlord and left, kissing her goodbye and would see her 


in a month.. I think she too was relieved rather than any- 
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thing else to see the back of me. There were too many 
corpses and frustrated attempts cluttering our one up one 
down arrangement in that heartless sunny street. 

The day, as always when I leave this town for the 
summer, was a Masterpiece. The sea jostled about its 
version of the overripe sun, a tense field of light in a 
blue ground. The beach was dotted with lucky loungers, 
the tstreérstairys#andsfull of *peopletgoingA SLGqotSofl omy 
bus at the station and walked in under the hollow shadow 
ofsitsomassive roof. ‘Put my “‘holdall on “the rack ‘and 
settled, trying to forget the ache of leaving in the rout- 
ine travel kit of magazine and cigarette. But I could 
not. And then a little way outside the station the train 
suddenly stopped dead, the absolute silence of electric 
trains at rest;poured into the carriage. Outside ‘the 
dusty window I could see the curves and lines of the town 
falling out to the delicate sparkling sea. It was very 
warm in the carriage. An airplane had left a long white 
trail furred over the skyblue, the downs dissolved into 
their own heat, a red bus crawled up a road above where 
Woaiadeuse dscomlauveretin Seheisipring. 4 “the air was ’still: 
The man sitting opposite coughed and iia Cigarette’. Pai 
looked out, passed through the glass into that empty flat 
at tiexothenm endsofl ‘town, sinto the hot dusty streets, the 
red brick, the junk shops, the corner of a poster peeled 
back from its hoarding, the silence, the silence. And 


then the train wonderfully started to move, it was gone, 
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I was on my way. 

It was only during the weeks I spent working on 
the peas in the fen country that the sense of the town 
really became clear to me, a sense that my affair with the 
girl had given me without meaning, as compensation perhaps 
£Oreche lack ofiany.real-~heart in-our.game., The factory 
itself I already knew, having worked there before coming 
Co town thatetiusi.cummereaftersschool<..A block of.con- 
crete and asbestos lost in the middle of nowhere, a marshy 
Plainsquite flataand featurless,;staring.it out .withsthe 
clouded scorching, sky -msNe) onescame, theres for pleasure, 
FOG MOney ,mandelert jusiieass. soonsas; Eheyahad renough.4 We 
Lay atenignteonstruckicnbedsainvalm vzen.shut. the daysemade 
an oven, with the clashing hoppers that never stopped and 
dturice: Jigntpthe screechtandsboom.of.~fighters, from,a 
nearby air base. And so I began to earn our holiday, 
shovelling pea waste into bins amid the blaring heat and 
the slanging of the machinery. 

legotecmCcouple: Oleletters. from her, sshiftty.oi) 
and water concoctions, a mass of heartless. idle chatter 
axe GObs  Otesentiliecniniaoating in 1t.che,urged.me-to 
keep at the job and gave me the latest about the fun people. 
But for all their flaws her letters were in their very in- 
difference a powerful reminder of the town, its stony 
heat by day and the evenings woven from pure dark colours, 
the noisy rabble in the pub we used to frequent and all 


the undemanding extroversion of that life. In my drab 
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provincial exile, a mile to the bungalow shop and two 
Tom jeemain Toad eandethe pb, 1 felt it very. strongly, 
that sea and sun and freedom. And in this mood I wrote 
not. to her but. to you,,a letter made up of my feelings 
and at least some attempt to explain, to hope that we 
Might remain friends... You did not reply, at any rate I 
suppose not, for by the time a reply was due I had left. 

telasted the absurd dull life just over a.fort- 
night. All that time I was made to realize every moment 
thate unlike. my. matess,on the. job L comid not parcel out my 
life in lots, exchanging this for that, these empty weeks 
form those brimming. _J shad always, Javed as 1f each minute 
Was say thing waken from me, for which. Il had to account be- 
fore it went, and how could I possibly justify these wasted 
days and sleepless nights in terms of a future I knew to 
be hopelessly unstable? And then there was the railway 
line, a Single sterack unin just spact sthe factory, two 
trains a day and each of them opportunities missed. I 
imagined the system of connections and linkages designed 
tOudklLowsmesto. be slying on sthat shingle strand in just a 
few hours, and my strength gave as I saw the afternoon train 
DULIOUL OLatheshal toby sche ees gates and disappear 
south towards the town where another was waiting, patiently. 
It was like turning down a considerate offer made in my 
best interests, day after day. 

The final push came one night at the pub. We used 


to walk the four miles there and back most evenings and 
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drink vast quantities of small beer to drown the thirst 
of, thetday peAtter ancouplevof pints I usually ended up 
at the bar room piano, banging out tunes to which the 
others sang various obscene lyrics, the Only audience 
being a few hardened locals and a crown -of foreigners 
from a work camp down the lane who spentothesdayopicking 
strawberries on piece rate and their evenings picking up 
English in the swamp dialect of those parts ierAndethen 
one evening while we were describing how she stood on the 
bridge at midnight throwing snowballs at the moonj,ea girl 
came into the bar with a group from the Camprenchethad it 
all, that beauty that keeps you in suspense, waiting for 
it to realize itself within the perfect face made almost 
ugly by contrast. She sat down with her friends while I 
hamfisted my way through the rest of the chorus, much less 
loudly than before. The factory gang at once launched into 
the next verse but my hands did not follow, I was too much 
aware of them lying on the chipped ivory keys, huge and 
gross. Someone shouted, come on then, but I had forgotten 
the tune, what chords I had to play. I got up from the 
piano and just stood there. She was sitting by another 
girl whose arm was around her shoulders, taking a cigar- 
ette from her own mouth to give to her, the flow of her 
breasts; in a woollen sweater, her long legs in jeans. I 
was conscious of the eee on my palms and upper lip, of 
my breathing, a flap of phlegm in my throat. I wanted to 
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MieMe, my, dua lire, the town far away, this girl beyond 
me, out of reach. One of my fellow pea shovellers said 
something to me, I told him to fuck off and made for the 
door. I walked and ran straight back to the Pactory, 
bundled my things together, dug out the night foreman and 
demanded my pay and card. He Finally produced both, I 
went out of the factory gates, spent the night on the 
floor of the station waiting room Ma next morning caught 
Lic carly. train Out Of theres 

It was a long hot journey back to town, the 

carriage packed with people and crying children. I 
snatched a sandwich and a glass of beer between trains, 
lit various cigarettes and dozed off in a windowful of 
sunlight. When my train finally entered the station I 
was absolutely worn out with expectation and weariness 
and desire, imagining how well this surprise appearance 
would suit her life, with its banal delight in the happen- 
ing. The town as I saw it from the bus was curiously 
Cnanged, Closer and more hectic. ~It was an oven of a 
Gay, slated with heat and the streets filled with a mess 
of people I had forgotten about, dowdy teenagers with 
trannies and sad birds working hard at their good time, 
middleaged couples, the men sporting white cloth jackets 
and open necks, the women “soba hiesum ens colour of beef in 
the wicked stripping £,8% They were only the day trippers 
and vacationists who give this place whatever justifica- 


tion for existence it may have, but it was a long time 


‘4 
{ ory 
4 
~ 
— 
‘ 
4 t Dur Fh . om 
4 
v 
. 
J a 
~ 
. 
i 
s 
i 
J * - 
: op = ane 
~ is i) ae A 
v f . » St ae P - 
7 > * m ey eo ~*~ eeterr OU : 
; ‘ . $1 oS IIA L ee ? ole RY jri a 
c 


/ 


or ig 


4 a TJ > ‘Said ‘ya now 








202 
Since I had been there in season and I had grown used to 
the quietness and reticence of the town during the long 
winter months when it seems ashamed of itself and tries 
to pretend it isn't really there. Two weeks were enough 
to proclaim the start of the official summer and turn the 
place into a booming brash clown with a wad of notes and 
eneutbany accent. | And to leave me quite outyorort all, 
just another breezy visitor dropping in to see sights. 

I got off the bus at the familiar stop and walked 
down to.the house, still not fully believing I was back. 
LielLegwasiiOurep ly etovmy knocks. at.thesolue oor,  oUtlon 
turning the handle I found it unlocked and left my bag 
inside on the bed, changing into my swimming trunks. The 
window was open and with the breeze the cries and murmur 
from the streef entered, cool room, quiet above it all. 

The roads were baking and smelt of wet tar. She 
Was spethaps on the beach. From the railings of the pro- 
menade I could distinguish nobody in the sprawl of bodies 
and towels and deckchairs crowding the elm shingle. I 
went Gown the broad steps, .a little dozy from my cooped 
Ecavelsvand the leap uirom a ,musty —province to this, this 
scene. Over the road and crunching on the filthy cobble 
above the tide line. By the flagpole I saw the lifeguard 
ieknewenolding “court and asked him if he had seen her. 
Yeh, grinning, she was over there, somewhere. Where had 
I been? Here and there. He pointed an arc in the air. 


Off I went through the mob in my best summer slouch, an 
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idle suggestion of piledriver thighs, and felt their 
casual eyes flick me in passing, pins and needles on the 
ffesi,e Who 1S chis tall=nandsome srtranger?? Ah, *the 
Dueotemror Toencity,=chosen by a*pane? or experts™as best 
buy after exhaustive tests into every brand of popular 
BNGst. 8 Nudge .aay wit cecaying buttocks = leels the sea 
PiCkle tere toes and screams “In =mOCK 10Lrror tO Wer sauspand, 
braced and belted, hankerchiefed pate. It's freezing. 

it tastes horrid says cute” Penelope, ™phnotographed atter a 
ducking by ere sweetscoz. (woryoung cOllwes Ofaecretherry 
homekilled hips and tenderized bosoms to the sun, as they 
will to no man, and watch me pass with finely calculated 
expressions of nonchalant disinterest. Bongjurnas dere 
dollies. What -do~you want, I ask. We want fun but not 
LOORMUCH 7 =Ot LOOMMUCHErUn,enoOt too, Close. And "so Lf pass 
ChpelLOsonam TOmanderreemandsetrrede rn quest-or the Uun= 
attainable, the inetfable, the™=inedible;ya* hero’ of our 
times, modern man in search of a whole. 

She’ saw me berore < her;2and when I did; "her 
screwed eyes disbelieving the light, some stranger with a 
chance resemblance, I got the sickening feeling I knew so 
well, that a horrible mistake had been made, I had come 
On the wrong day, in the wrong year, the wrong life.» Oh, 
Wemioe OUsesie sala.) 2 coulun t believetny,; what’ are 
yourdotng = herer sl couldn t stick it, -{*°said;, I*had~ to 


come back and see you. Oh, says she. And turned her 
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bulging black bra back to the manly beach. Squdge. And 
what, says he to nee thinking how his stretch pants 
make his genitalia look like a tumour, what, or growth, 
which in a sense they are, what said I have you been doing 
with yourself then? Oh, you know. Head turned to her 
friend the mouse lying beside her. Pulling faces? Mousey 
never stirs, delicate eyelids shutteted. Actually she's 
quite fine in a dulcet way. Dulse ate, shitting yet. Vee 
haf azaygq?ima cuntree? © "And now the -cat“is*back: 9 What 
have you been playing at? Blowing Bubbles? Why are you 
not pleased to see me? What are you whispering about in 
Silence? Why, are you laughing at me? 

Ges “a Duly yourcouldn tt last.out the month, she 
Said. Lt 's®qoodGfor morale, i “mean +for pecple to “do «what 
they say they're going to do. 

The seas teased the dull pebbles, vast and grey 
Washing, svOuUsliwegel bumtvin @this@light ; rts *when =the 
cloud cuts Vout thes 

LGknows “SWewreeyust GgoingyOVMAre you coming? Take 
this towel, and carry my bag would you. I failed my dip 
dia Teter you? 

A child yells, its hand gashed on a slip of glass. 
And the mother turns dreamily on her side towards it, her 
husband's hand slipping round her stomach out from under 
the cord of her briefs. VouNc aenoveteli mes FRSthough =1 
Meggtwiave puteiteineawletter. I say all sorts of things 


in letters and forget them afterwards. Why is the sun not 











; 2 ‘og ated, atc. xaoaid psipivd 


vite a palde is test.0o4 of avee. J76nW 


' 6iftsifinep ein ofsam 
: 4 f 5 & S75 smotiw 
Sn. ime Tit is iw 
+ ms 3 ' Paty. 1? 
¥ : 4= reVon 
t.£3 itp 
¢ VEEh: isn 
} B ft iota ‘Ss y cme | 
i ' \ ‘ \. coy Af= oe ieee of oc JO 
i) bas ‘ e pe a avs i 
| : 
ol a4 a ~~ ascttl 2. yo Tiri 
a J DAL Crow 6. UO y.828 , vriW LSVHiSLI Le: 
fi 
i 


; 


iivos.voy yiig 6 etsT: 
| 
1 $618 OR Os Signed te] sede 1) ebetam 26% boos. a’ st ahs: 


i ‘ a5 1-06 02, ealep on yes. tei 
1} i i | : atid y J,8RY 4 2 a LY doc Cla wets. Vse6a4- apron. ont Pye 


i Aad eit 1 ak 
| otis asd atti EES aiid ab ae 
} | aia iin 


re rs es. 


Svat Spit tiga: end 2 nis 4 % 
: | % ms ye 4 yi it 
i a 5 ai ba: eRiAE & ay. 


u 


an 






hee is es +3 






| } | os Ain ca Te : 
he a.” bs aes on dee) r 
1 oe eqs ay a a 

ee A 


w ey. : pa, ra s 
i ae a ' aes : 7 


arte 7 i 


io 







205 


garish and setting red? We climbed the slow steps and I 
would take the mouse and kiss her broken mouth, for the 
taste of surprise. 

And then I had to find somewhere to) sleep. The 
girls told me that my old bedsit downstairs had been let, 
and with the holiday season now in full swing rooms were 
both hard to find and very expensive. So for the time 
being I went to stay; with some« friends out of town, ina 
village beneath that great wave of chalk about to break. 
And every day I.took the bus~-into town and»layion the 
beach with her, every evening we went to the pub and drank 
and shouted at each other, eachintgh® LPoecavughtetthe sous 
back alone. 

Tehave toggolhome fortathity, imrabout a week. See 
the parents, you know. So you'd be able to have our room 
then. 

When sDRfirstasaweyoutat thatrparty jenemeinber? stl 
thought isn't he fab, you know the way you do, but then 
now I've got to know you, I mean you're not really like 
that. “ludonstt meanwnot asagood; only tyoulreudifierent: 
You're not what I expected. Waiter. Take this away, I 
distinctly said medium. You mean you don't like what you've 
Go eaueelOrlttusmoupthal, buteif wousexpect one thingrand «you 
get something different, well it comes as a bit of a sur- 
prese Chaues tality i mean I've GObulomad ust peyou ive egot 
to give me time to adjust. 


I dreamed a dream that made me sad, concerning 
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myself and a girl who'd been had. I asked quite casually, 
Wreiouce tlinking, just -mouthing “the ritual words’, “Ten 
Players and a box of Swans please. And when I opened the 
packet it was full of worms, and the match heads were just 
Pops oie pocrck weesco, Perooksethem back but the shop had 
closed, been demolished and replaced by a funeral parlour 
where a man dressed in a mouse suit pulled up a coffin 

and told me to lie down. There's a lot of new development 
ie cliLS part Or Cowns 

My friend said she would go and stay with Bob if 
we wanted the room, but I couldn't very well throw her out 
ivke thateso I @saird no *thanks, 2f ‘nope vou “den tt *mind. 

But I mean, great, well why? I mean if she offered. 

NoOemnO, ehaCOULGH ar eS CetaroOw lier souls 

BULL. On sce Noe rcarowiung "anybody "out, she “s*ofrer— 
PigevOuUsSsalO, stOwdo - 

Welt shesdrdnwweexactly offers ==Ermean=she Sort©or 
suggested it, to be decent, she didn't mean me to take her 
UpeOie ice 

How do you know what she meant? Anyway we need 
the room more than her. There's no possible point in you 
two sharing the room like a couple of schoolgirls if she 
Oprere ort ner own bat toslet Us have #t>s “YouShaven*t got 
Mother Superior inspecting your knickers now you know. 

But that's all wrong, we mustn't ask her to go, it 


would be wrong, I mean she pays half the rent. 
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Fuck the rent. Anyway she's probably only look- 
ing for an excuse to go and ball with this Bob or whatever 
his name is. 

Don tecavye things like that... You don't understand 
the way we work, girls sharing, 

Bloody right I don't. I mean if you were queer or 
Bomethingstheresmignt be ‘some point in it, but as it is. 

VWeliavouwlilnist hnavento take mVvewordstor it. 

A reread Ultiett. cement Lactwnas boule vesewl th ner. 

Butsthatess\us cavwhatm  GUSdOnatmlave;tOudO.m6yOuU 
have to live with me. Me, me, me, me. 

YOu, he, sshe, soit, swe, vou, they, they, I.— oI 
couldn't make any sense of her. I had gone wrong some- 
where, gone away and lost track. Something or someone 
had slipped into the scene and set all my sums out. But 
Petelt sure 1 could ylure her back to me, now I was there 
again. If I only gave her time to adjust, to feel the old 
spells. And the days were still sunny, the pub full and 
Ounsbeery smelly evenings only a little curtailed, cast- 
rated as I said goodnight in the pitched dark street and 
kissed her, no I can make my own way home, go on you'll 
miss your bus. The incredible gap between the soft spongy 
creature who raised her face to be kissed and suffered an 
excitement about her body she did not want or understand, 
and the hard scraping as her mind began to move, meshed 
LOscjUltesdi irerent wheels. 


The days went quickly and led nowhere. And then 
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She told me, for she was always absolutely truthful in her 
fashion, that mousey had moved out of her own accord and 
Hreieitked! © could come and stay for the remaining three 
days before she went home. She did not Cry ands claim 
credit for dispatching mouse, but perhaps she was simply 
uninterested in my estimate of her. Nor did she tell me 
that she was having a period and that the sump would not 

be drained until she was far away and safe from my uns teady 
flesh. 

Three days in the little windy room, three mornings 
of scorching together on the shingle, three afternoons sit- 
ting listening to that engraved record, and watching from 
our height the scurry of people below, three evenings 
crescendo of drunkenness and rowdy fun in the pub, three 
serolls home Cight with drummer's lust,” three sessions in 
the lavatory that did not flush properly, watching her 
withdrawn tampon bouncing in the stream of my beery thin 
piss, three nights of unspeakable agony lying naked be- 
side her and kissing her and biting the swell of her 
udder breasts as she squeezed the marrow from my bone with 
her clammy fist. 

AMOR cieny ClankmGoG,=lt was Over. Ll osaw her off 
On thesttain with sadness, tor I knew I should not be able 
to hold her now, out of the reach of my eyes. Neverthe- 
less it appeared as a shaeR, that letter I received a 
fortnight later. 


Don't be angry but I won't be able to go on holiday 
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Witsoe liercact. 1 won c be coming back to town. Don't 
Pie ene PeeeyOU, et oLs a jJUSt OL moall confused “and 1 
don't know what to do. You remember the artist I told 
you I was going with before, well he's come to stay with 
me. i'm just telling you this in case you hear it from 
one of the crowd and think I'm being sneaky trying to keep 
it from you. He says he wants to marry me but I don't 
Epinkshess thought sapoute! © enougn.) 0 don’t know 7.0 we're 
really compatible though I feel very strongly about him at 
times ~..welre gotng towgoltoultaly.. But sLameanglagot on 
Much better with you, youlre easier to uget on with.  ~Any— 
way this will only bore wyousso I"ll stop, 1 sonly wroveryou 
because —Eidianit want pyou towiear 1t from someone else: 

As if, she gone, I would go near her shoddy gang, 
as if that had ever been more than the price I a to be 
with her and see her. I was finished, that letter just 
summeds1t Up. I wanted out, fast, not even to begin to 
think about all the possible clues I had missed at the time, 
about the part I had played in her big production. What 
Brie iaces ice tOspreaksocculake: this, sberore, l had out- 
grown her or arranged a replacement? I dashed off a 
Passionate corny letter sponge full of the sort of senti- 
ment I hoped might attract her, culled from my memories of 
the problem corner in a teenage weekly she used to read, 
where twelve year olds sign themselves Worried because the 
boyfriend hasn't felt them yet. Back came a closely inked 


Hasheot temale fiction and poptilar: psychiatry, with bore- 
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dOmeatGuarsense Of Guty=-written all over it. It was so 
hopelessly clumsy that it painlessly killed any remaining 
HOpercCr desire thatel might have felt. Lf this was what 
her artist had come to stay with then I wished him luck. 
TowroOctesa ptiet note at the bottom of this rigmarole, that 
I hoped she got what she wanted when she decided what it 
was, which exactly expressed my feelings even if it was a 
bit nasty, replaced her screed in its envelope and sent 
Meeoacketo her, —Artentall, she migqnt want to mse it -eqain 
some day. I was free, and though I secretly hoped my 
spurned love might cause her agonies of remorse in which 
she would send me frantic and unreadable letters, I in 
fact spent my days quietly basking in the sun and unaccus- 
tomed pleasure of having absolutely no committments to 
anyone. The past two years had been, eventful shall we 
say? It was time to pause and take stock before moving 

One OpOascCULeS new. 

What had I learnt? I had learnt that two is more 
than one, that messing about with other people's bodies 
and lives is more interesting than messing about with your 
own. I had seen many new faces and places, lived things I 
had scarcely imagined and learnt the difference, perhaps 
changed as much in these two years as in any two years of 
my life, and yet it did not seem like change, rather a 
catalogue of new Reeapriene: new ways of becoming and never 


being me. But before I continue I must make a phone call. 
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For it occurred to me that in a few days you sailed for 
somewhere on the other side of the world, and to ensure 
the complete and undisputed possession of my freedom I 
wanted to seal it with a few kind words from you, to melt 
the wax. 

You were out, I was told by a disapproving female 
voice, though whether it disapproved of you being out or 
had guessed who I was I did not know. I waited a couple 
GESnours=and= then@returned. to the -1ittie*cubesot Light and 
magic voices. My hands, I noticed with surprise, were wet 
andymypstomachstignt~" Thee belli rang.) *Yes ,Wwould*i hold 
on? And then’ I’ heard you say, hullo? A telephone voice. 
I gave you my name. Your tone richened with association, 
much less steady. We exchanged a little chat about boats 
and sailing dates. And then after Sha Snes pause I said 
that I had just wanted to make sure everything was all right 
and there were no hard feelings. I realized as I said it 
how silly it sounded, but that was what I said, and my 
breath stopped when you paused and said it wasn't quite 
as easy as that. Never before had you used anything like 
& tone of reproach or attempted to face me with the fact 
of your feelings. And now, when I imagined you quite calm 
and settled again, you made it all plain in words. How 
do you mean? In a slightly peevish tone you said, ex- 
plaining the obvious to a child or someone deliberately 
obtuse, that although you didn't hate me now or anything 


Vournad seen very badly hurt*at the’ time.’ I started* to 
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Say something, you cut in, I was sick you know, I: mean 
physically. There was a long silence. I said I hadn't 
Crown. VOUSO1 GO NOt ccgdc, and badn't wanted .to,.. YOU saia 
that although that was all over and you felt all right 
now, you couldn't just pretend it hadn't happened, I mean 
it did and that's bound to make a difference. I mean 
evenwit Lowould like (toscay it was al 1 oright), well ait 
POUlLOM eEgee true wl teCollan tk pe lcoulLa 112 The shiny 
black speaker suddenly asserted itself, slipping in my 
loosened hand. Then the pips sounded and I yelled don't 
hang up and slipped in some more money. I suddenly saw 
whatsl wanted, all TL couldjask now... But you don't hate 
me now, at this moment? Oh no, you said, easily, almost 
COnLemMpLUOUclY ; Meaning Po that~s enoughsto satisfy “you 
then stake Vt. jJAnd I understood in that minute.exactly 
what the theme of my own sickness was to be, although I 
hadsnosnGotion then (of what at was, to mean to me. It was 
Simply that the past is past and cannot be tampered with. 
Tid eloma ls SuteLOr ame wie Can only live through my 
Chameleon variety of mood by constantly tampering and 
adjusting and altering, form me it. was Seas to realise 
Poaueenadet@uched ssomething which could not subsequently 
be changed to match the colour of my mind, something 
totally ‘out of my control and totally within my life, 
embedded in me as a cancer. I said goodbye, you echoed 
me and the line went dead. I have not heard your voice 


since, not once since then, two years, two long years 
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and never even heard you say a word, even a horrible 
word that would cut and tear. 

Back in the empty room I sat numbed and tried to 
“warm up the balance sheet of experience I had been pre- 
paring. But that seemed a trifle now, ridiculous to think 
of drawing a line, as if one could see time in the round. 
And in any case there was now a present making its demands 
again, and I wondered whether I should try to see you 
before you left, then dismissed the idea as ridiculous. 
But of course it was only your presence in the country, 
youn theoretical avazlability insperson.tien and later in 
writing, that misled me. For what I felt, denying me the 
ease of leisured contemplation, was not a prompt from the 
PResencyateall. eel tewas itheapastamaking  sitsefirstiquiet 
appearance, citnpee taxing its power, simply slipping a 
Subversive aside into my royal speech. And yet, even 
supposing I had recognised the nature of the germ, what 
could I have done against a disease by definition incur- 
able? Saved a self respect I do not much value by never 
writing those hideous grovelling letters? Saved you 
perhaps an emotional drag you could have done without, 
but also denied you ee ultimate triumph you so richly 
deserved. Of course people no longer die of this disease, 
dying has become unfashionable in a general way. Perhaps 
I should have gone to the hip doctors of the town and 


BOrRAeSsHOLeINethGearm, paneinoculation.of,cool.guaranteed 
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Peechase@thatetigqnht. =The answer is®blowing! in) thé *mind. 
Sometimes I am certain I inly cultivate these hangups 

as my only claim to quiddity, my means of disguising an 
eseentcral@mediocrity offmandtand’ spirits oForcingva pillow 
under the shoulders of his jacket he sat down and com- 
posed the tragedy of a hunchback. What I mean is 
supposing I realized in embryo that I was really just a 
nice cuddly bloke wnoswanese a bird in bed and a happy 
life and didn't like being crossed in his little whims 
and had dreamed a huge romantic epic of a personality 

asy absecretary dreams of thesholidaysy supposingwithave 
ever been or am ever on the point of having this in- 
Sight, would I give it admittance? I cannot imagine my- 
bel@é belveving 1£,0butc se tiatibecauses i t81stnotetzue or 
becauseoit is? No, I know, this is senseless.) We can 
never allow any view of ourselves as true, it can only 
ever appear as another possible fiction. If, as in the 
old horror story, we met ourselves walking towards us 
down a corridor we should not really scream and faint, for 
fear of frightening this inoffensive stranger who has a 
resemblance agreed, quite close resemblance but what of 
it? These eyes are made for looking on, not in at the 
face they light, -and®although°mirrors allow us*that, and 
tO MveLOLseanid Whieparciculaz youymy Tapple floated-love 

I will in one moment fight my way back out of this tangle 


with myself, though mirrors have accustomed us to a 
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picture of slab features, yet in the very platitude of 
thateres'tricted view can *yow not “discern ithe missing ink, 
the dimension always withheld? Or suddenly exposed to 

a system of glass in a shop or at the barbers, have you 
never felt that pang of rejection on seeing the strange 
Pprotike ~sehe Wai ry nape Sthatiows Wiiinever ‘turn™before four 
eves sand @show. thewscars stitching =i trto ouryieatures, 

will always remain unattached to that banal poster face 
we have long since ceased to question? 

When she left I had kept the room from day to 
day for want of a better idea, but now that you were go- 
ing going gone this lazy life was haunted by a chill I 
eventually traced to a puncture, a tiny hole the size 
of a ship seen through the wrong end of an expanding 
telescope, a dot of ink in a school atlas through which 
flowed the thin stream of parting and finality that dil- 
utcedFevenemy shot summer days, and inclined them before 
their time towards the’ cavity of autumn. “I was free. I 
could stay there wallowing in leisure grown fat, I could 
waste my time profitably and take a job, I could go home 
and hope that the old place might prove fertile again. I 
went home. 

My parents were away on holiday, and as they had 
Howldear thats Lewouldsbey returning!’ I did.so to arlocked 
house. Some acrobatics and a faulty window catch remem- 


bered from my childhood saw me inside, only to find that 
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the water and electricity had been turned off at the 
mains and the whole place shrouded in dust sheets. I 
cleared a space in the front room and spent a few unreal 
days and fading evenings there, but I had no notion how 
to activate the power supply and before long got fed up 
eating fish=and chips, besides which the lavatory was 
getting a bit ripe. Finally after one weary sleepless 
night on the sofa I decided to try my luck elsewhere. 
None of my close friends was around, for of course they 
were all taking their deserved and long anticipated 
holraays. —“The=lrttle® town swel tered through a hushed 
heatwave. One or two people I knew smiled absently and 
passed on, bland and occupied. Such lovely weather! But 
where was the flaw would let me prise my way back into 
this life runfing smoothly, 4Sust out of reach? I had 
broken my own arrangements and fallen now where I have 
remained ever since, among the silent oiled machinery 
of others, who passed me as traffic does the man stand- 
ing beside his useless car on the verge of the motorway. 
LeveL to athe taeLon and bought) a ticket for a 
Gown oir ther cOast where [had the address of a fellow 
wanderer from a Cee AM had sent me in the spring. It 
Waser DOssivit tty, the only one I Could think of. ‘The 
day was close and clammy, intensely hot. The train 
roiled along, stumbling here and there upon views of the 
sea swelling gently out and out as far as the eye goes. 


I found the house after some time but the sluttish woman 


“en FF 


~*~ 


if #73 isiviasls Bas setew ene 





- 


. ) | F > QB (a ’etodw aid bas airisa 


| acre s, haxXse fs 
[\ an” % 4 ° . 
| 
q 
| 4 Bi per 296 ., 
1 
| VIJDE e 
tt = eo 
‘ j ik ~~ 
Vi 
) 
1 2 
| 7 
Tt + Mes 
iH ~ i ik | 
|i 
Bi 
int | 
oh 
it ; | 
c 
(! 
i ) 
i y TS 
} > 2 } t 











' 
Ht . 
| ; ; F > } sq owd rO 2SnV -evawieon. 


sioguesto bas bosid ,no besessg 


63k 2x33 y a Ziq om dak 3 bivow wai ons uew exory, ay 


» ' i wes 
7 : - 
| | seh 1, Stier toy ao vest. itooms: ‘pabanilx waite id 
it | : Mt Mi : : | J i a as : 
Wy My os init I swede wor nad fst Bia, sammananssts : a i ai 
ah ~ a - a j Aare - of 


7 ' te in 1s ~epnke 29V 
rut st, bedto ache inal a “ a ay 
a oie * oe fi } 


7 
aw" 





a 





Z2L7 


who came to the door with a smell of boiled cabbage and 
nappies told me he was not in. Was working somewhere, on 
the roads, in the city. She told me where she thought it 
was, and I recognized with a shock the road on which stood 
the house of my spring girl. The woman invited me to 

stay and wait for him, but I wanted to be doing something 
that day before I fell asleep and anyway I cannot stomach 
boiled cabbage or.for that matter babies. I thanked her 
and wandered slowly back to the station. The buildings 
and stone walls blended perfectly with the overcast day 
bloated with heat, that low and unassertive beauty of a 
land which leaves one open either to unimaginable happiness 
or unassuaged despair, a country with no middle register 
either to hinder or console. 

I wandered through the empty city and took again, 
gueerivy,.that unlikelysbusythat_runs from the, brutal. tene- 
Menteeor the docklandstp ¢Onciat diving. roll of hilis that 
I knew were imaginary even before I knew who lived there. 
Oh my country, your cursed beauty that touches my eyes 
with a depth more splendid than even my childhood dream- 
iogmcOUldacivesVOu;~ fOr what, intimacy.taken, from me; by 
the death of my days is a pain kept fresh by distance. 

We do not touch, as one touches and lives in a town, a 
Country, bub.you, surround, me with the sadness of loss, for 
you are the circle that is the memory of a sphere, your 
presence the more intense for ay absence it reveals. 


I got off the bus and walked along the road with 
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its spread,of ali the city below. There was no work in 
Prooressa leat, J ecouldesee ana I felt ridiculous and ex- 
posed standing there in the sweated afternoon, seeking 
someone lLiere or round the next corner or miles, away. I 
passed the house and passed on. Somebody had told me she 
was away on the continent or somewhere. That at least 
was one thing over and done with. I walked on enquiring 
at various building sites for my friend, but the name 
meant nothing to them. Suggestions grew wilder and wild- 
er. I walked, plodded on along the endless road, and 
cars sped by. Passing a police station I went in and 
asked the tired cop if he had heard of any roadworks in 
the area. Only the one, which he gave me to understand 
Wes pills COUNnG the next cormer hough An fact at was a 
good two miles added to my previous two before I reached 
the place and got the familiar reply from a suspicious 
foreman. He suggested a further job just up the road, and 
in a final assault on this muggy aimless day I trudged on 
until the road narrowed and the houses gave way to open 
country. That was Vow Lavas cOing nO further. J some 
large factory was being built beside the road at this 
point and as I had nothing better to do until a bus came 
along I wandered into the mist of concrete and plaster 
dust and asked. And there he was. 

Hemecrdgneawouldenot be otf for half an hour, but 
since. it was now a nice sunny day I did not mind that. I 


went back the way I had come, found the first pub and 
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settled down with a beer. Time passed extremely slowly 

in the dull light and buzz of a wasp trapped between two 
sashes of the bleary window. It had only to slip through 
the gap between the frames to be free, but instead kept 
picking at the glass, unable to understand what had 
happened toits own liquid air. By the end of my third 
pint I was identifying so strongly with that wasp that I 
held my breath every time it climbed up the pane and 
groaned as it buzzed furiously down again. He must have 
finished work by now. I emptied my glass, went over and 
closed the upper sash, releasing thewasp into the room, 
where it promptly zoomed over to a sticky patch of beer 
on the bar and was crushed by the publican with the rolled 
up evening newspaper a small boy had just brought in and 
placed in his hand. I returned my glass and went out into 
the lukewarm eddies of the day. On a pile of concrete 
pipes the workmen had been burying as drains I sat down 
and watched the traffic pass smoothly by, and knew that 

Poe ieviceevelecOmCatchmuUpewith youror her Or any of the 
people my heart has at some moment recognized I should have 
to get up and join these clean and eager people each go- 
ing somewhere oblivious of the dust they raised from the 
dried mud BE As On the tarmac, the dust hanging limp in 
the air behind them. And I realized at the same moment 
that I would always ate ee on foot, watching the lighted 
windows and drawn curtains and dissolving them in imagina- 


tion and longing, and that it was probably better so 
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because in reality, well you have sat in rooms, you have 
Prave VLedsingcars), yousmnow what Lijisalike.4 Tealso 
realized with that hypersensitive acumen for which I am 
justly noted that I was feeling rather drunk and very 
tired and foolish and deluded and where had that lying 
CUN ERGO teLOe 

At which moment who should appear but. the last 
named. We took a bus, went into a pub, took another bus, 
ate boiled nappies and cabbage, went into another pub, 
walked home. I talked even more drivel than usual and 
then collapsed on the bed, leaving him the choice of 
relations#w.i tha protesting smale .rnehis sfargirompprotes.t— 
ing landlady, an unmarried mother whom he screwed in 
return. for the .room.and .boards .-In «the event she choses the 
landlady. and when I awoke sharp as a pin at midday he was 
gone to add some more bricks to the shining example of 
industrial expansion that kept him in fags drinks and 
LECords « 

As I breakfasted off a cup of stale tea and cigar- 
ette I considered where to go from there. Amidst the 
waffle of the previous evening we had discussed my situa- 
tion sandenexhad,said that tivabl .else.failed)jL~could stay 
with him for a while. He also mentioned a woman we knew 
who was helping to run a cafe in some seaside village along 
the coast and who might have a spare room or a better idea. 
Cabbage and babies decided the issue, I said goodbye to 


both and caught a train back to the. city. 
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It was another of those sunny days when the whole 
country beams in a light as rare and polished as an 
eclipse and the weathered granite buildings grit their 
teeth with the dour fatality of old men who know the end 
Poreneverticlecso pencares Acethierousestation= [eroundrthat 
Of Ehertwoebuses@which diatthe run °eachVday to thetlite¢ele 
village I wanted one had gone three hours previously and 
thevother@did not leaves fon-another*twow tlt was \a* tire= 
some and pointless timelag, too short to do anything worth- 
whrlesand=tooeléng@tovignere:  In®thesend@i just ™stood 
around the concrete forecourt and waited, 

The bus station is alongside the river that runs 
Tiké%a-tapeworm through’ the city “and carries its °filth 
Out into the innocent®seay UFlanked by “two bridges,-the 
néarer a massive iron contraption with no floor, bundles 
of barbed wire this end and the bland bricks of a new 
Pactorvyethe other, @thetiarther a stone structure hiding 
the hulls of the ships berthed at the wharves byond. 

The path of an old railway track emerged from the dere- 
lict bridge and disappeared again beneath the forecourt 

of the bus station. And above the grimy warehouses on the 
other bank I could see in the distance the line of hills 
where I had been the previous day. To be born in a city 
surrounded by hills is to see death in your cradle, never 
Forgottens=+ivsatvon the metal railings surrounding the 
forecourt. Buses pulled in and left every few minutes 


with the names of towns and villages on them that were 
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Bh hes 
lines form, out of my imperfect past, the still life be- 
tween which and its mirrored image in the future I am 
trapped and cannot realize the space between. The squat 
worn redbrick and windowless building off the road ina 
strip of waste land was, tritely enough, the municipal 
morgue, where the city fathers bricked up their fears of 
death. peopt.ot COUrse Atoms not quite as casy as they 
thought, seeing death as only an inconvenient interruption 
of civic life necessitating a new appointment and the 
tasteful disposal of remains. Death is perhaps the least 
EmpOiseant peru, Of «dying sscimoly van aC turned. inesdc sour. 
The corpse is only a joke at which we cannot laugh. What 
death I know is the shadow cast behind us by life in mak- 
ices ici and lOve, cthemoathos Ole OUT attempts  toslive 
despite the vast deadweight. of all the sterile universe, 
is the pity and unselfish tenderness I feel break out like 
sweat on my body for the gestures which are past and the 
fan lingsswha chawillejoin sthem and the hopeless vulner- 
ability we all share and will never admit, until the breast 
withers andethesmincmconmno, Longer project and the sun 
ane and goes out. In which bricked up building are you 
kept from me my love, any of my loves? Along the endless 
straight dusty street I walked, and the hills unattain- 
ably remote appeared between walls. On the continent, in 
eechip beading, south, off to Italy. I cannot quarrel with 
your choices but I would see you once more, once only and 


that not for love but to know that you too know and feel 


ee IE 





aa ' 
axit Lye 
- a _ = 7 — 


-_ 
am 


{. Pr : 
~ I it Jot S=' 


— Ope. hel ates onl. ban, mont ate af tw. dod 


deliowd art: SE, see 
nue laaee Me OSL 


cig one enihi ig 


sof font. t sestusbasd Banat Lente 
as | ‘aR, sie kiten, cosutacg, Bits 502! 


} Jjooluwgné ym 2o Jvo myo? aentl 
czJ eti Bas soidw assays 


s a ea, ~ a 
PY a @ {i lh LJtasz a w& ; 16 s «A 


'"T (oe 
re 


+ 
ill 
’ 
- t ie 
] eB i » 3329 S67 20GR, 
NO ei saqioco ait: 


uw bnisged teso. wobade of? ef wont. I diseb 


to eociag eds ‘el yevol buns 3ripii sae 





Wa ap 
lisede odd Ile, 20: aide iqwieeb sepy edz) nee 
| 


b® 


pet - P sch vee a lien 
bare, “— ‘ay 
1 t - - a e a 











ee im 
. 


es a a" 


223 


and are with me in this silence so much deeper than lov- 
ing, the silence of sympathy for all our elephantine 
attempts at happiness, for all our hopeless attempts to 
live with duration by constantly preparing a present we 
can never devour as rapidly as it is snatched away from 
us. 

I found the woman at the cafe easily enough, but 
she~couldv"only “put ™me™up = for ®a day "or twovas she was sher— 
self going”’on* holiday at™the endo f"thevweekt = =She also 
told me that you had been staying with her before you 
sarleda; a~fortnight"eariter.--A- coincidence, though ynot 
that great. I was at first more concerned to find a place 
could rent cheaply than to speculate on whether the bed- 
linen had been changed since you slept in it. But although 
the whole pretty place was stuffed with villas aaa cabins 
and cots, they were all either taken or exorbitant or 
Unavilable to people™under £Lfty*or all three. “And so If 
sat around drinking my money and watching the sea coming 
and going in the harbour. 

And slowly sought the eyes through which you had 
seCn = theesame Scenes. “That church, at what times of day 
would you have looked at™the flint packing of its walls? 
And in what possible mood? Did you see the village as a 
stage or a cage? I asked the woman vague questions. She 
seemed to think you had enjoyed yourself. One of the local 
lads had taken a fancy to you and you had had a roaring 


couple of weeks together. She obviously knew about me 
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and was exaggerating to see if I would wince, but there 
would have been some truth in it. I became disenchanted 
with the place overnight and realized that I was, absurd- 
ly, feeling jealous. I wanted to find out who this 
fellow was and take a look at him. It had been all very 
well while the village was only a backdrop against which 

I could imagine your loneliness and despair in the hot 
afternoons, but now you suddenly sprang to life, a gaudy 
Jill come up from the box and running round with the boys, 
where I could not follow you. Although I had accepted 
the fact of your disappearance I had hardly even begun to 
appreciate it as a reality. The news that you had had an 
affair, however slight, with someone else, was disturbing, 
ends Wiel moregthata youlhbadenot telld me SuWhen Tuang/ up 
you had known, had been at it the week before and yet you 
did not tell me. Which meant, what I had only accepted 
as-“one Signsya document without readings it)°othat* I-had no 
more rights over you, that you were beyond my reach. How 
bitter it was, that taste I was to acquire slowly until 
now it flavours everything, the taste of your independance, 
Ofna y Our freedon. 

And I began, Slowly, dimly, to understand why you 
had been unable to accept the end of my affection, why 
you had to undergo such a painful and protracted withdraw- 
aleesteriiehadtthought in my clearcut way that if someone 
said goodbye the other would immediately understand what 


was being said and react accordingly, tears, screams, 
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disinterest, threats, sulks or whatever, get it over and 
Pieleceeimeaway. = DUt now TOUNnd=myse | tT “being *taugnt the 
meéantng OL-OUr Separation word by word, or rather™~feature 
bye feature. Werwould=-not”™ see each™other again for a long 
time, avyear-act™@ least; that I-had learnt. But now’ there 
was another fact to face, that you might wish to have 
other affairs, and that there was*no longer any reason for 
VOU=CO=CONSulte, MemabOut=d.t. Ola course L.-had Known this 
ele aOong , Ore COULSes wlan NOL  Natut ht Ck, DULL eCtU mOe 
understand what it would mean to me in the event, in the 
moment. It meant that I began considering you as a girl 
seen by strange eyes, that you ceased to be a piece of 
hyepasteand Oreweto Your wu anc pLoper sta cure ds a 
person to be desired and loved. And as such I found you, 
or rather rediscovered you, infinitely desirable and 
lovely, succeeding with any man you set your mind to, and 
Heewase cnrougn the sivt- eves *of these faceless” males, 
your future lovers who did not even know of my existence 
Or care, that now you were’ beyond my reach I~ fell “in Tove 
Weur you tor=the second=time. 

As you will have guessed, it was pride suffered 
first. But a few other feelings, more worthy as they used 
to say, followed it close, and before long I found myself 
Wishitagedgaii fOr you to be there, and realizing how 
devastatingly final so contingent a thing as distance 
COuldebes For distance, well I thought above that level, 


ridiculous, as if love devolved upon the price of living, 
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a bourgeois consideration for those who plan their lives 
and loves upon an economic index. As if in the event 

the laws of nature would recognize in me a being to whom 
tiey dtd not apply and I would be exempted trom such 

Petty 1rricacions. But the beaurocracy Of Lact “apparently 
made no provision for special. cases, I was to be treated 
exactly like the couple who separate because their work 
demands it but will marry next year and in the meantime 
have fun. 

Buc we Kew wie 2 aciOtgnt Of ]yOU as a Persons pie] 
sent, as real as that boy wheeling his delivery bicycle 
or the barman adjusting the television set, it was not 
yUstea continuatron of our Old “Vitel "wanted. ‘NoC simply 
to resume, for had I not talready rejected’ that? I wanted 
something and nothing, I wanted one impossibility, your 
presence, to represent another, one i could not even wish 
for directly because it was in nobody's power to give me 
Woe Neweracure OL sali tial fac Nappened, a “sight of the 
sea and mountains and low houses unhindered by the know- 
ledge in my mind that made them inaccessible as the rain- 
bow, that I had used you as a means, and had no longer an 
end in view to overlook your suffering. What troubled me 
and kept me apart was too great a static charge, a super- 
fluity of emotion with no possible point of discharge, an 
absurd unease. I remembered in detail your bearing under 
my hands, your absolute and unforced behaviour, your sad- 


ness and your love. If one decides that this is not 
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worth as “much fas ‘that sand opts for the latter ‘than well 
and good, what weakness is there for pity to exploit? 
Any regret is unfelt in the muscular joys of expressing a 
Woulle nweies Lace “ofibnuteinaturesispart tofiwhiuch cthe pre- 
jected ‘becomes’. § Inipracbice the end always justifies the 
meanstas atvicolence necessary if we are to overcome the 
dying in us, the inertia of what is past, to act and make 
and do and assert the life we have. What more exhilerat- 
ing than treading down the passive feelings of restraint 
inpkthe name ciSatpositivesgoal, ido fniotepelveve Cchartomen 
who torture and kill are some strange breed who feel no 
pity. BiNo; thee@repressionso& theprinemouse.is ipwecisely 
the force that drives them’on to any ugiddy bestiality. 
I know just what he felt, the cheery plump guard who beat 
Gigs tovdeathewithta chowobarwromenconrage Thehothersyto 
wovrkenander. wHemleltethescooleclheanesatisfiaction of the 
saint who denies a temptation in order to cleanse his 
eoubwmethiessatisfaccionsoftyaeman whosishbingecontrolsof his 
baser impulses. 

My ends were not as grand as that of course. Most 
‘of us do not have enough atonese ingmanipulating the 
course of life to need do more than ruffle a few feelings 
here and there. But in our small way we do what we can. 
And now I found myself without the leading light which, had 
guided me, could no longer even remember what it had been. 
I had been fed up with you. All right, but how had that 


led me to subject you in the most brutal fashion to my 
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total disinterest in any feelings you might have? That 
gixi;yt had.never really. loved.her, or.so it! seemed. 
Certainly, [=no) longer. loved her,)1.despised her,and 
found myself left with just the usual vague values by 
which to judge a series of actions which only made sense 
ifmceriishofea COnvictiontd had not samply. lost. but, come 
to deride. .I.was guilty of an: incomprehensible action, 
for,the Iswhoxhadijacted did-notscoincide-with».the,t.who 
now,, tokdlly at asioss; had toi liveswithythis: unclaimed 
acte Llswas responsible, to myselfaftor deedsid felt.of 
no kin beyond the simple dead end that it was I who had 
done them. There was no one else in sight. I was all 
NOteit, oataandr stance, pasmcnougial,couldsstillanot bejgai lL 
the weight of what) I did without the buoyancy of what I 
might have done. And when I whined in the night for you 
to be there, when I counted the number of days by which 
I had missed my last chance of seeing you, it was simply 
an exploration of the nature of this absurdity, as I had 
once used to explore the shape of your face with my fingers, 
in the dark, only to measure the wonderful constancy of 
this creature who did not dissolve:and reappear with the 
blood out as did my fleeting dreams in their passage into 
nightmare. 

By the time the cafe finally closed up I still had 
hnotwtound, another bed, but. was; not, sorry. to. have, to 
leave. I travelled. back home in the jogging bus and 


walked through:the familiar streets, to the,house.,, l.un- 
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locked the front door.into the hall and two worlds mixed 
Guatily ~eseei ag ton wtne Mate.a.card in. your writing and 
smelling a foul stench from the lavatory I had completely 
fougombtensaboutasill picked up.the card... Ltiiwas ayphoto- 
graph of some pyramids or other. You were having a great 
time. The ship was lovely and the weather beautiful. 
This was. the most thrilling city... And vour name, .but 
without the casual love that had given you away once be- 
fore. Had that crossed your mind, out there in unimagin- 
able lands? What were you doing now, at this moment? I 
saw myselb standing -as mn-asfulm, holding) the card,.and 
for the benefit of any spectators slipped it into my 
pocket and looked round decisively, commandingly, enough 
of this sentimental nonsense let's see you do something 
really constructive, like flushing the lavatory. A pail 
of water from my unsuspecting neighbour and half a bottle 
of disinfectant saw me through that crisis, but I was 
still faced with the less easily resolved problem of what 
to ,dopwasth athe wrest of thesholiday;.,on ELorsthat matter 
Wheieeneeres te OhaNVelite wauchysaccigents apart,.threat— 
Ese to be considerable. Since I had no regular work, 
finding life quite exhausting and complicated enough with- 
out, and hence none of those homemade limitations that 
people mean when they assume that special tone of voice 
toaname their occupation, aS if it transfigured them, as 
I had no ties and no ambition the fact of my having come 


to the end of this piece of development started two years 
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before meant that my whole attitude to everything was 
called for question, and considering my whole attitude 

to everything has never got me very far. The idea of 
holidays was itself only a hangover from school, rein- 
Porced by my time with you, for as: far as I can recall I 
have never stayed in any job long enough to earn one. My 
holidays were when other people started behaving as aim- 
lessly as myself and simply meant a smudging of the water 
in which I swam, but the idea of crawling out on to the 
fanageande tLyYing=to; grow bungdseneld no appeal. Nowe chattel 
was no longer connected to other people there was no need 
to carve up my constant time into the compartments within 
Whech they Chose totlive., “in short, to my orelier, 1 
realized that I could stop pretending to relax and enjoy 
myself, whichjwas killing me, and get on with it. Where 
should I go? The choices were limitless, precisely because 
I had, of course, already chosen. My wallowing in a 
treacle of freedom was the stupor of a man standing before 
the departure board in a great railway station, surveying 
the towns and the cities and the names of the expresses 
and the impossible romance of it all. But he is only at 
the station in the first place because he has a train to 
Gauci, mouty scOnsSUMLANnGgntLue=bOard LO Lind at what Came ale 
leaves, his ticket already securely tucked up in his 


wallet. 
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The sea is high and wild today, glazed with light 
and set pockets of shadow, ebbing to the tug of a current 
as Old and insistent as désire. The artist is perhaps 
also a reminder, a tide running. quietly where the tairm 
Hand ends. Lf only he toc, could set~loose the jcatch with 
Taeiiiseltl, NOt lOecae lures aeroythml: bUteLOr let nimse li ve 
Captured,,to recollect in anguish. “But instead, half 
baked minds, these garbled notes, tired men absently 
studying the dirt under their own fingernails. 

Without a girl to give a frame of reference life 
goes all flabby and pointillist. Whatever feelings I had 
or thought I had for any of the three who touched my iso- 
Patvion in different ways, simply by being there they 
Poducearan OLdcLeOLesOues uel) COUld always fix a position 
for myself by noting their objections and agreements, the 
queer unexpected bulges of another personality coming and 
Sotniogeiieticimls twee lndecospLopanly, fOr all I sneer at 
the arrangement I now enjoy, it is this and noneof my brave 
EaAcCung iAasSebLOuUGNt Me-out Of the,worst. For when I met 
her If was near, not madness, for that immersion in self 
is just the opposite of my leaky life, but I was develop- 


inogeaepad sauint in the -attempt to trace at least. the 


*) 7 ; 
a 
* “s é 
. : : . . e 
. 
7” 
q 
. 
- . 4 
- 
f 
3 
- 
= a a ’ - - cat 
Y es . 
= a - S 





2 


outlines of myself, developing a taste for funny Paces 
too, new ways of seeing and being seen which almost but 
not quite achieve a perfect fit, only for a few boils on 
the neck whose rubbing, it seems, will soon clear. ewe 
cured me of that in very simple ways, by expecting me to 
be there, making me an absence or a presence to the scene 
she saw, the room in which she looks over at me now and 
Gefines this heap of being as a man sitting at a table by 
the window, looking out at the sea and the gusty Saturday 
afternoon. So we impress shapes upon the fluid gravy of 
the mist and make a tree, walking towards it. 

But that late summer I was only whatever I was, 
eveGcy Line Lie oanticular andsnothing in general, sal leat 
sea. Once I would have steered by the stars, reading 
those cold distant vibrations as though they were fairy 
PegicoerVeggedeupminetiwesbcranches Of a personal heaven. 
Once when I looked up I saw the stars winking at me, now 
OllweeLoUghmokeatcmunmeicecloud, and even. then their 
secret excludes me. 

The town when I reached it was beginning to empty 
again. Not that there were noticeably fewer people around, 
but one could feel the overripe summer about to drop, the 
very fact of my return seemed in itself a blow given the 
year. I avoided seeing anyone I knew, put myself on the 
supply list as a teacher of music, found a room,a small 
utterly bare room in the attics of a house in the great 


seafront crescent that was once so prosperous. The 
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landlady, who lived in the bottom back room with five 
smelly cats a television set and the portrait of her late 
husband, seemed to be rather ashamed of the whole place. 
It was certainly decrepit, but it seemed to have happened 
rather than*beéen maderandy thatel “liked. 9@Thetoriginal 
dining room, through which she led me to the stairs, was 
crowded with the junk of fifty years, bedsteads, tea chests 
full of dead newspapers, a tandem, wheelchairs, armchairs, 
a rolled union jack, a Monet snowscape up on end against 
a broken piano with half its guts splayed out, a spinning 
top, a dropleaf table supporting a huge bronze Cupid and 
Psyche with an equally huge tabby cat tastefully draped 
Overethe*latterts charmss @EYsupposée onVreflection that 
the Monet was \a-copy ‘and the cat real, but I would not 
have been suyprised to find it the other way round’ 

| Up the grim staircase, bare brown boards where 
the carpetvhadsbeen, Yup five flights *to*the-top anda *room 
small and painted glossy white, cold and the wind banging 
the window. Outside a queasy drop to the promenade and 
Cnieesear sit was hadeoustandyI I Sloved it: Si “must Have 
lived by now in almost every room of these proud houses, 
PLOMeGLawingeroom to kisechen’~ THis was*the third°maid's 
bedroom, though some nasty stains on the mattress when I 
turned it over and a magazine of porny pictures dressed 
up with a lower aguivatent of the pencilled moustache 
suggested that it had come a long way since then. 


eGeOCCUPSStO-meP that rlymiiss°my*old “rooms as I -do 
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my Old lovers, and that marriage and a mortgage is the 
Onlyeanswer stonthis, gand is novanswenr. 

But whatever alchemy the house was preparing to 
work on my life got no chance to ferment properly, for 
hardly had I accustomed my eyes to the new tones and my 
ears to the perpetual ground of the sea than one morning 
a jblue -envelope-lay on the hall table, and the-name on 
it was mine. Of course it is useless to speculate on 
Whethersand eit pand Bkacannot ssay whether the disease was 
already ‘rooted or-if it) wasisthat sletter carried the germ. 
And when glethiniethatebewaseinteactethe lettensandwethat 
if only you had lost my address, as you had lost every 
other part of me, I might have never have wandered into 
this labyrinth of memory, when I think that it is only a 
tena Me necdMrousncpesthatwaius! my ibias..e.Therenis sno 
question, of fault here. 

You had arrived, and were desperate. You aces the 
country, the city and the people. The life was brash and 
modern and mechanical. You pleaded with me to write 
quickly, for you felt utterly alone. At once my vegetable 
peace of mind was gone. Not that I regretted it, I was 
Kneckecsoutlom itabyethessinstestin ofyreal emotion all 
that summer, and after the deathly vacuum of missing you 
and smothering it I was overjoyed to feel again the fresh 
live leap of a new hope, a second birth before my eyes. 
You had turned to me, to me, not to the bevy of lovers I 


had imagined you enclosed by, you had written to me to 
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ask for comfort. Oh and the warm flow of spirits to the 
heart as I realized that the game was not lost, was not 
over, could still even now be saved. My pile of tatty 
Old memories did not make up the sum, we were greater 
than any heap of facts for we were people and held the 
seeds of possibility, possibility, that own human dimen- 
Sion we hide from and long for, which I had forgotten in 
my flower arranging. It was enough that you did not 
entirely "hate Vand™“feartme, that “there was estulll @a spark 
of our intimacy that my cruelty had not snuffed out. 
im™tore up lecrer-atter letter sto get the stone a 
wanted, to air this tiny flame. It was a sensible enough 
Petter wfinally Preachedsyouerel scaldethal “had srealized 
that I loved you and had always loved you and had never 
stopped loving you, that I had only mistaken the thrill of 
attracting another girl for what I now knew love to mean. 
You must “decide one of “two ways. -*First ofall 
make sure the depression you feel vs "noe e just “the “routitie 
Dies wav settling tintora new place *and@jcby, bubs *you're 
sure it's not then for Christ's sake Getron the first boat 
plane or bus back. What I mean is I want you to come, 
more than I've ever wanted anything I want you back here 
with me, to look at you and talk to you and eat your 
horrible meals and have you in bed with me. But there 
would be no point in jou coming unless you had first seen 
the place out there and rejected it, otherwise we would 


Gilly persucred *upeby =that pull back. °°But lf “you're ysure 
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then for Christ's sake come back. I'll never be able to 
replace you, or have the strength to try. My life since 
I left you has just been a meaningless stupid dream with 
all sorts of big hairy symbols floating around like bits 
of people after the explosion and unless you come and 
touch me awake they'll never get back LOgether again. 
BeCener i eocrmandline rt =! “Go on. 

Which did not stop me going on. I wrote about 
five pages, stuffed it into an airmail envelope and sent 
it off next day. Regardless of expense! 

And now my life once again hung on letters, tele- 
graph wires seen [rom a train window. Once a week the 
little blue slip of paper appeared on the table, the week 
jerked into new movement and declined as the reply went 
back and was answered and my heart tensed with increasing 
force towards the expected letter. And often it was a 
day or two late, even before those last horrible weeks 
when the twitching started. Perhaps a postal clerk some- 
where wanting his tea, perhaps you forgot to post it 
when you were out, and when I fearfully opened the hall 
door and looked, there was nothing. I got to the stage 
of looking under the table as well, in case it had fallen, 
in case it had been pushed, anything, to have it be 
there. And when it was finally apparent that it was not 
then the day was over and only dull habit kept darkness 
from falling and me from the sweet escape of sleep. Any 


other desires or hopes were null beside the intensity 
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WLEnewhich Delonged “for your return, for TI knew only 
that could make sense of the mess and waste I had caused. 
SEver had=ta do was) toSletlyou see “this “as clearly sas “1 
Sawe eu -and “you would run, hop “skipfand jump tothe “docks. 

Pacer; OL Goulrsey -l fdestrovyed@all*vyourvletters;, 
tearing up the flimsy paper with unnecessary force. As 
if that could “seta period to your memory~ ‘And now TI 
would=cqive -a “lou “forsjust oneSor those *b luce “squares*that 
fluttered down into the potato bag I used for a dustbin, 
just one, to give me a lead. For I cannot hope to mimic 
the incredibly subtle gradations of your distancing with 
this hand that’ canWtranscribe*nothing rarerethan ecstasy 
Goredespair, wand sonly@thespubbtes of those BULPthis tis 
merely =prevarication. Y*Fror ungiact "DP .am“mortally afraid 
Of what DPehave“toedoy asiswell tas fed-up*with* the whole 
stinking business. “Exhuming our corpses has been no fun, 
but how infinitely more deadly in this rehash of what was 
only a stale melodrama in the first place. When we lived 
together our blood was there and in reviewing my album of 
snapshots I could at least feel the flow as I watched. 
But what do we have now? Me, seated at my table, knees 
gaping and head in palm, writing a letter. And this one 
Ueeehessamesonlyelater,sor earlier.) Andthere L-amestrid- 
ing along the promenade in my overcoat and crying, yes 
crying but after all we're not squeamish are we, and 
striking the heel of my hand against the sandstone blocks 


of the wall. And now here we have me, quite a good one 
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this, this is me reading one of your letters on the front 
steps of the house and you can just see if you look very 
closely that I have the tip of my tongue between my teeth, 
a nervous habit of mine when concentrating. No I'm 
afraid there aren't any of you, you may remember you were 
on the other side of the world at the time. 

Your second letter retracted. You thanked me for 
WrLting;gwere glad toisay stnat.things were not as awnul 
aceVOlmOetniOuUgnt pater rsh. Bey advices oOo thin ice was 
very wise. I don't want to be wise but loved. Found a 
nicesroon, heatgtervificyesharinggwitieanotier girl, ei 
eon taknowonow lt awil bea llcurn rout. gti wasneceonly you 
fhoucghs letnoughtusovat the time, bitywas thestownm thexe 
and the country and everything, I was fed up. 

Dobe hla coenyecul berooneme .love ;elOrawhallelse 
have we in common now? And even if it does turn out all 
Pigerecdonetsletuthatuplease Just byea happy.~turn blind 
you if we could do better. I mean we know each other, 
we've spent nearly two years rubbing down and working 
Que eWweumMustnet letachat gust go squander.» It tssno_use 
PUSLEDUtLiINg iteast de because sit ygets ciftficult, thatis 
Sauchirica .cytrick, wesmus't make something of it, eee 
Wiatpisetuere.  ~Otherwise wwe re only tourists.of love® and 
the only point is how many we can have in the time left 
ict aab UL oMUSt EDS epoOSSsHOLe to.break open new. dimensions, 
that's the secret, not picking people up and throwing 


Puce ddesat teres loOokinceatetneapactunes.. lf you could 
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DeaG rac ail, 1. mean a all, to come nome, then it would 
DemesocCAle. St oWant LO Matty eyOUlLlt you will, to try and 
develop what we have, not start all over again from 
Beratcies think Of all the pecty ~ows and stupidities. we 
had because it took so long to understand the*simplest 
EnIngs about each Othex, do you want to have to go 
ERLOUCH alieathatl againe 

I see what you mean but you don't seem to under- 
stand what I've done in coming out here. I've made a 
break and I've got to stick by what I've done to some 
extent... .sdon tt Mean that i 1 lestays lor g0OG mDUL lcs 
NOtada Casy as, you thinks, = Ltrs easy Or yYOU.Decauses you 
haven't had to do anything new, nothing happened to make 
you. Sut I suddenly found myself in pieces and I’ve had 
COsWOLKeneLaefO DULL myselE. -Cogecier aahit and make a 
Precsheecant. What Demean 25,don t expect too much, 1 may 
have tO stay the year. The year. If I left now it would 
be awkward and it would leave me feeling I'd just blund- 
ered down a wrong turning and hadto go all the way back. 
And as you said, that would louse us up. But I do want 
to come home and marry you and grow babies and cabbages 
anosolGewLtn yOu, Only swe must not try and pretend that 
tt. seall the samewas 1t was. “Ll mean [I'm out here and 
that's different, and it is bound to affect me to some 
extent. I was down on the beach with this girl I'm liv- 
ing with the other day. I've never seen so much sand, it's 


Pikena ttl, wna the water's warm as blood. 


; ; “ot | Bis 28 neem I tis $6 asd 


' : - 
: : + - . 
1 
© 
' i : 
a i >" =) 
‘ 
. 
i +; ; 
j ry < + T 7 rie 3 
- i l phe: 4 sITOGDBIAS 












XO]. Yes $1: .aAaics voy es. yess e6 son 
VOI SATO) y i. peebitthiens ° ob at bei 2’ noved 

bed, sv’ I bas Baseko we afeeun ‘ea o? ‘yithebiva i spa” HOY 
Son hn. bas niéye Ear Aiyed bs Bayh {leq oo” Bis aso 

Nager T Gat i 063 Soegke- oT Hab at nes I sal aie 
biirci 31 Foon fist P 7 ‘ney ant 


“padi Edt’ seni a id — Fo rst: 


omit yey ut he ya 


240 

I've been trying to imagine a year without you, 
find I can't do it. But there's something else which 
worries me more than the actual boredom and pain that 
would be involved. For as you say, we're bound to change. 
But don't you, see that it's different changing together 
and apart. If we were together than it's not you or I 
who changes alone but us, like two ply wood will warp as 
ape lan ceo it VOusso ld tering tel lenot ste loge thor again 
afterwards. In a year, think how long that is, we would 
have changed in infinite ways, we would hardly recognize 
each other. Or rather we would keep banging on sharp 
growths and getting angry because the other wasn't looking 
where they were going. And all the separate experience we 
had each had in the interim would be like a curtain be- 
tween the old selves and the present, it would be worse 
than never having met before because we would constantly 
be making assumptions on the basis of our lives before 
and. getting things wrong as a result... And the old habits 
would die hard, and probably our affection with them. 
What we have is a unique chance of saving what I threw 
away as if it was used ‘up. But we must decided to act now 
lovey ce welwalt auyearine rot.will have already taken 
Over iere oustiieae chance, a Laint chance, just the 
Pipeo teamtaileinesigit-wbutaethese things.,are not. like 
money in the bank, you can't keep the instability of love 
standing waiting for us to decide the time is convenient. 


ioe OUPstiglevanin to stay leGan.t. [orcs you of course,,.. 
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have no wish to anyway, but I want to make sure you know 
what you're doing. If you come back at Christmas we 
might still be able to make a go of it, yes we would, I 
Roow weewould, weschall-. Butsif it‘s left any longer 
then it will be over and no amount of talking will ever 
Siseretiat wl Meno trving) toglonce your hand my “ove, 
my only love. I simply want you to see what is involved. 
And what is involved is us, nothing more but nothing, 
nothing less. 

YoU puty iimall very well, put wes all errom your 
point of view still.- And I don't believe what you say is 
Mecessarily true. ~Youuremsorclearuebout iteallebuteitys 
not as simple as you make out. You make it sound as 
EnoGug paueonlvehads toOnopenmtic door and stepson a) passing 
BUSPROULsOuUIteeabartearrometieemoney 1t's a big decision 
to make and would involve a lot of upheaval all round. 
Pavia sOLetCLUGwr ate. Weespent auvyear apart we 
Gould never understand easih, SNe Thats totally exag— 
Merated pasOt ite romLoetienewhatekind of lovesis ethat? 

Tf we can't even put up with a year apart without being 
unable to understand what the other person is saying then 
PenomnOtMLOVe atedllepuc cowardice and stupidity. Of 
course we could pick up the threads again, people don't 
Chaugcetiate much. Youlmake it sound as,if you have only 
LOmLOOK the other way and Leleclrneancona. COmpLeEtely 
Gipterent person. that ridiculous, you know I'm not like 


that. If this love won't survive even a year of separation 
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then it's not the kind of love I'd want to come ten 
thousand miles for anyway. 

Fuck this letter writing which is the only way I 
can get at you. If only I had you here, now, sitting 
beside me. Then I could make you see so easily, and then 
OL course FE wouldn't have to. But - know only too well 
that when I write it all down and when you can't hear the 
note of my voice and see my face move then it must all 
seem like special pleading. What it comes down to is 
this, that words in themselves mean 'so little as to be 
confusing if you're trying to say something difficult and 
intimate. "All they will do on their own is convey a mean 
of expression, an average sense, and so everything sinks 
into Cliche and-=nonsense. Lovers don't use language like 
other people, dictionary language, the words don't mean 
the same, being infinitely richened and extended by the 
StulLE taken £Or granted, the actual words hardly matter, 
Pieyece jusSc LOumulae,; tne: saying ais all the work. So 
that written down like this they're like a tune with no 
key signature, they can mean anything. And now when I most 
need to make sure you do not misunderstand me we're re- 
duced to this clumsy impersonal subjectivity half way 
between conversation and books and with none of the ad- 
Vallcages Ob Cither. «You must Tete allowances love, 
knowing a little pee me, though even that is fouled by 


what happened in the summer. I know when I say you've 
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got to decide and so on it sounds as: though I'm inventing 
aepcneralatheorys cCOpsultemy,ownlends;,tebut ittsenot.so 
love, I'm only telling you what I know and what you must 
Know .too.if you think» about-it.*° I.know the romantic 
theory says that love is love is love but the fact remains 
that separation such as we have known is the blight of 
love. If we had parted at the height of our affair then 
ablerionty, -tealsishquitendtireront, bul asettaic werehave 
sown too much distance and I have too much to show you, 
noteexplain or talk emy way,out.of.but Let»you: feel.,and 

see -howyclose Liam toamy words whenilesaya@lelove youny Lf 
you had not had a bad time on arrival we might never have 
exchanged another word, that is our case, our affections 
hang by accidental threads and only we can make them 
strong and whole again. We have been given a chance, one 
that I at least do not deserve, but the rest is all for 

us to do or leave undone. I know it seems tough pha tek 
CieeOcCing syOU tOmaiscecision, pout don ot pyvouesee that 
you're bound to decide in any case. The weeks tick by, 

it BAGS SMOCVeT! [Od VGmLO mead Ch tOm Lhiese exchanges of hletters 
to be completed, Christmas will soon oh how soon if you 
say you are coming, soon be here. It is not me that is 
thrusting the decision upon you, you cannot escape it in 
any case for by refusing to decide you will in effect 
decide. I cannot stay the days passing anymore than you, 
I am not driving you to decide but only reminding you that 
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cCOmcnoose to KP Pllour love or make it live. And if I 
Femina ou so Drutaliviit 1s only that 1t seems a great 
Matter to me, for even apart from our love and all it 
means more than I could ever tell you without your sweet 
mouth to kiss, even apart from that there is the fact 
that now, f£or once, we have our destinies in our hands if 
we will only take them up. We are offered a chance to 
SEbGeinm tne face of death and decay and loss and forger— 
fulness and all the dreary apparatus of despair that lies 
just behind our bright hopes, given a chance to deny it 
ae. chne last. moment and torce our blind’ and silly<iives: to 
give us back ourselves. For the time we have this power, 
weecan dO™Lt and in doing s1t will do more than Just restore 
the tender things that grew in our lee. We will be opting 
SFOLremiremancemunotLethnewoulcn,. Opting. 10L Lhe weak and con- 
SeamteeattenptsrOreliving things, tO live in déspite of the 
tide scooping sand from under their feet. And that, my 
Hove, ewOuld be wonderrul sand holy, for the only religion 
Tave OL waneelsethesrel.oqron Of the happy ending, of the 
resurrection, et exspecto vitam venturi saeculi, those 
marvellous words I always weep to hear, the last minute 
reprieve, the feeling not that everything is all right 
but that this one moment is and will remain and cannot be 
denied and proves our hope not a feeble delusion but fact 
as blatant and real as the decay you can feel all round. 
You are right about letters, and about all the 


rest too. I do love you and since it seems the only way 
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I will come back at Christmas. I had misunderstood you, 

I think I'm changing here, you're right, and it wasn't 
untal Ivfexrced myseliato thinkiaboutnit that Lesaw what 
you meant. It weighs on me but there is no other way but 
to decide what I want and do it. I'm quite comfortable 
here now, we've decorated the flat a bit and it looks less 
like a meths drinker's parlour. The girl Sheila is what 
they call a giggle, we get on quite well and she cheers 

me up when I get in one of my grumps by just laughing at 
me. Only she does it naturally, not the forced jokey 
cackle of someone pretending to haan yYOULOULTOL Tit 7eshe 
really seems to find others' depression a hilarious game, 
as if it was me who was pretending, until in the end I 
Stact,overdoingyitetoaconvyineesher andethenrreatlizeht 
really am acting and have to give up. She thinks I'm 
writing cheery newsy letters to you and every time I pause 
andulooktupfshe@rattles off halbfihardozenitopicsedf current 
interest like a station announcer. But she's very prac- 
tical, SsnhewLoundta@ipkeawith@a caruto helpreshartyhal Lamy 
luggage over here from the docks and help carry it up- 
stairs. I'd never have done it by myself. I wasn't 

quite sure how we ought to thank him, he kept eyeing me 
aseifshevexpected me to jump into bed, actually I probably 
would have if Sheila hadn't been there but she's a clean 
Mivrioeeicleuncerneathertaallom Butil neediscrewing;xI 
can't do without it. I met a man on the boat who screwed 


me out of kindness, we got on well but he doesn't live 
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here. The next city is hundreds of miles away, you can 
have no idea what it feels like living in a place so 
huge. Well it will make a holiday anyway. The job is 
easy and the money good, we can have beer with every meal 
and go out in the evenings, except there isn't much to go 
CO WwLLOOUL envescort. I do miss you though. Small 
things like the fug you used to build up in the room with 
yOur Cagarettes,. I can’t smoke that much, though I sup- 
pose I could light one and leave it burning in the ashtray 
like a joss stick, the Eternal Fag. But I need you to 
talk sense to me and tell me what to do, I'm terrible 
when it comes to thinking for myself. And I do see you're 
mei abourett all. lnoughesomehow 1 don't) tecl@at all 
happy, in fact your letter made me more depressed than 
I've been since I arrived. The sun here never goes out 
Bieviei mses, mt Cacmoll LCOmQuliealeriret.and then syou get 
used to there not being any weather and it's useful be- 
cause you can plan things easier. 

I've just done a dance around the room and have 
the house shaking and the couple downstairs silent, they 
think I'm banging to quieten them. And the mad cunt next 
door is about to leave his sickening guitar and poke his 
head around the door and enquire in cultured tones, are 
Vou dount esnartle click wheeze sigh fart, all right? You 
Gouldepucete that weyerred, you could put it any fucking 
way you like but get out and leave the perfect yolk of 


my happiness unbroken. Look, a blood blob: Hover oh 
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broody whatsit of the soul that no catch may hitch the 
hatch ho ho and likewise gloat. Forgive this intrusion 
of effusion into our staid correspondence but the team 
has won and like as how ah'm no hand at speechifying I'd 
just like to sock it up you in the moonlit ervyoL or 
Romeover and Julietagain. My love if it's the screw you 
want just come back here and I'll wire you for sound and 
make your arse light up in neon red. I read the sent- 
ence OVer and Over “adain and=1t still said TP wilt “come 
back at Christmas. Surely there is some mistake. But 

I know now there is none, and how could there be with a 
girl like you. If I ‘had never thought of you until this. 
moment I would love you for ever. But hang on, I must 
get a grip on myself. You ask me for advice and sober 
judgement. Ahem. Well, as before, the Only source of 
these is your own lovely head. What do you want to do? 
Forget about everybody else and practice the art of ego- 
tism, a forgotten art currently vulgarised as selfish- 
ness. Selfishness means using others for your own ends, 
what I mean is a withdrawal from the claims of others 
andedil Gvaluatzon ih Camera, then a néw deal with the 
knowledge you gain. If you suddenly realize that all 
along you've had an urge to geld your father this doesn't 
mean you rush out to the ironmongers but that you in- 
clude the SScaree yest GOingesO with all the other 
feelings you may have such as love pity duty and all that 
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and we're forever encouraged to deny ourselves for others. 
Fatal course for ourselves will not be denied and if we 
neglect them they will take their revenge. Witness me 
your religious spinsters who are unfailingly submissive 
and make a yellow world where the meek are persecuted 
but will inherit and man will we suffer then. You can get 
a hint of what's in store by the way they treat their 
dogs. Thus the fate of those who regard their egos as 
death duties. What I mean by this lecture is, glancing 
at my watch, that you must decide if you really want to 
come back at Christmas or if this is a penance which you 
feel you must undergo for the good of VYouresoulVonuyvou 
don't sound very convinced. Well you have all the facts, 
buUtLuE yousreallyafeal you aoe to stay the year then do, 
Peestnowuse ypueturmningaupmhere /andathen nagging me for 
cheating you of kangaroo land. God knows what you see 
in the place, said he never having been nearer it than 
the Northern line, but there it is and there you are and 
here I am and where are we? Well, in spite of what I 
claimed last week about the Christmas deadline, naturally 
Li@lsneu really@asecileari cuttase thatersNowdthat you've 
actudidvyesaid,) comeito say ,«thateyou'll¢come home; sI*feel 
almost strong enough to last out the year if you feel 
PhateseLcabiyythenbestiway-eeThishisn’t charlatanism, 
it's the difference between a year spent because you 
would not come back to me and a year spent after you said 


you would. A year sealed up with that promise will keep 
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fresh where a year of never having admitted the difficulty 
would mot.) Buteal lo thisis. only: provisional lowe, be- 
cause I know you can be trusted to see things the way 
they are. What I want for Christmas is you, and no other 
presentewrll tdot 

It was a lovely lovely letter and made me feel so 
happy. I felt a tremendous release feeling and started 
tovcry /=Thank |GodySheila was“out; she'dchave ruined every- 
thing by giggling. You're right, as always, I do feel a 
need tots tay "outwhere luntilmy year is nip. eetticotilike 
having a baby or something I suppose, you may not like 
the pain and restrictions but you feel somehow you've got 
tO lastaie SutSanl meankcomimg home thowiwoullaise bike 
having an abortion, it would leave me feeling all empty 
and robbed, like stealing money from your parents. I'm 
getting a bit tangled up here but you know what I mean. 
What I want to tell you is how great I fee] to be free 
again and to know that it's all right with you and we can 
both manage. That's the most important thing in people, 
Deimgtable to cope properly, Sitesets a@veryone free;! I 
KnOweyouslbefindwit difficultsto understand why I like 
the place, in fact I'm not even sure I do, but it's so 
very different to what I'm used to, the tremendous ex- 
panse of everything. It's exciting and gets in your 
blood after a while, though at first it terrified me. 
Bléaseekeep writing; el ylove thearingtall about you; it 


makes the life here complete in a way it wouldn't be 
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OLherwise. »isdo need your. letters, and your love to come 
home to,,like,. tea and toast when you've been out walking. 
What messed us up before was always being together whether 
Weswanteceto or nots 0. don't .meaniwe should always be 
apart or anything, but that we can make sense of this 
separation by living it out, exploring it, instead of 
just Wale Ing send mopping. sl) ve, hung. a print of that paint- 
ingsl was telling. you abouteon,the,wall,. of my bedroom. I 
didn't really expect them to have prints or anything like 
that out here the whole place is so urban and hard but 
they do, a department full of them in one of the big stores. 
I bought some jazzy material too and I'm making a dress 
LO, GO,with my. tan. .I imagined all. the men would be tough 
steel stomach lifeguard types, but most of them are just 
ordinary looking and have pot.bellies at Ehirtyaewith all 
Eneebeer they, drink. 

LOVe lOve, love What can.1 say?. I Ehought az 
the time it was nothing, now I find it is everything. 
You will think me abominably weak, and perhaps I am, per- 
Rapspit.is my love which is strong... But.when I -said in 
my he TeecOnsidersisdid not mean this, thisssnatch from 
my hand. I suppose what I really meant was think it over 
but come to the same conclusion. I am glad you are 
happy, but somehow there is something else too, something 
that should not be in there. You seem to be happy because 
I appeared to absolve you from facing the unpleasant but 


necessary dilemma, the decision you had made, to come 
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home. But I didn't mean to do that. There are times 
when jit is better to be! unhappy than happy, if happiness 
is just wishful thinking. And yet I said it would be 
akurghty Daknow;mandhwhenol saidnit I realiys Chongntaat 
would, in a way I still do. How can I tell you? It is 
not so much what you say frightens me as your tone of 
voice. But why should I object to you being happy? Is 
LivgUustithat dimanotal £koratidam. notaywene Simple thing 
love, please send me a recent photograph of yeu, ob youn 
face. I spend all my time consuming myself, wondering 
how you look, what you're doing, who you are out there. 

I have the time difference worked out in my head like a 
calculation table, my day begins at its close, at ten in 
the evening, when you waken up at eight out there if I've 
got it right,’ unless your letter surprises me like a 
stranger at the door whose blank face tells me nothing 
and then everything, your big scrawly round writing. Oh 
my love my love, if I could only speak a word to you, one 
word and a look and you would be in my arms and safe. 
Can't you see how we only work together? Apart I go all 
flabby and helpless and you grow light and drift. Peon, c 
remember you telling me about any painting though perhaps 
you did. But I'm not in a mood to care about paintings 
andppLettynclaptrap, iyousanesthesonly+réal thing. Well if 
iomucstiwazrtulymust Sie! Wilieog Butkdonttirrub Salt ing love, 
just remind me gently of your presence as if you were sit- 


ting quiet in the room with me, everything said. 
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MUurmotetryingeto rub salt!in your cuts or any- 
ening elec pele simply sory itig eto ntel beyomsthe way I see 
our relationship right now. I know how you feel better 
than you may think, but you mustn't become all mawkish, 
BOVSSNOL Lave ytowme Gio makeene sicel ta ecHeep the'cause Li’ m 
trying to evaluate where I stand and live bY GcaAe Lican’t 
just come running back because you've decided you can't 
live without me all of a sudden. Anyway, if you're so 
keeniito Gsee “me iwhySdonttGyou come loutehere? T But no} tits 
me who has to uproot and put myself out. You will see 
that isn't fair. Anyway it's no use putting me on a pede- 
Stal as if I was something tremendous. You know I'm not. 
Why don't you try and get out and meet some other girls 
to spend the yearnwith? Life is’ much more fun when one 
has a lover. “Try and find something useful and interest- 
ing to do, I know I'm sounding like a social worker but 
honestly you make me. You mustn't pin all your hopes on 
me. It puts an unfair strain on me and anway it's 
abeirveialy yousdon' Cyknowewhatal' malikesnowtor!whatwl 
witlebeslikemnext yeartierSovlétsthat wait Jand vstopeinvent- 
migean  idealiversitontet imerand beating me with sit. for 
hate having to write things like this to you but you must 
see that nothing will be altered by pretending that we're 
always going to be the same as we were last year. Anyway 
how come you've only eee what a marvel I am now I've 
iectmieAnvway. thisVisyallustupid and childish:)thet's try 


and behave like mature human beings and not spoilt 
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chusldren. 

I haven't written until now because I couldn't 
find any words, anything I thought of was at once under- 
mined by the way I knew you would read it and be offended. 
But look love, cut out the epistle to the provincials bit 
will you? 'Why don't you try and meet some other qiols*; 
Jesus Christ have you no idea what I'm like at°all? I'm 
bPalkingyaboute love Simot tutt Hunting SeieidenMt want qiml's. 
I want one very special girl who I thought I was writing 
to, but it begins to look as though she's got lost some- 
where. What are you thinking of, or who? I'm the man 
you lived with for two years, remember? You're right about 
sounding like a social worker but it's no joke, at least 
not to me, and shouldn't be to you if you care even about 
yourself. Otherwise one day you'll drop the qualifying 
clause and the joke will have become fact and your view 
of yourself. If you must hurt me then for God's’ sake do 
HE face tosface insachumanway. andvdon tetry “and deny the 
pain you're causing by suggesting fatuous remedies which 
could only appeal to smart cunts who would never feel 
what imicebinow, immthesiirsteplaces @Also®r asked*for “a 
recent photo, not a family snapshot taken last summer. 

I know what you looked like then but a lot seems to have 
Changed in the meanwhile and if it has then it will be 
€hene in your face, ress Sweeping changes, just a differ- 
ent direction. Have you noticed how faces point? I 


mean the actual features are only figures indicating the 


: . T 4. 
) fr 7 Law 29 Meven 2 
f 
‘ 
' : 7 ’ 
> ,2bx Vi ort . 
f 
i - tT ta 
f 
L P ’ 
f 
j t Liiw } 
L 
1 
7 < 4 . 
ws T 
i : ~# 
* DS) a 4 ,“"~ 
' y i 4 > ae M Ts6. Jal i Rose k | 










; : : re ‘ ‘ re - oo tl Ft Labs aT 65 ‘ett ft pnibnvos 


oe 

‘ 
tien 
> 


si 3’ abluorfs fina \om of 30M 


- * 


erigeiflaiy, edt qowk LL ucy, yah ope citegaincit tics foe: JOY 
Iwai Bog BAS et seoors oee 2 


om slew eden: 


|, Ho caw icine 
‘i, Ds: 


254 


Shape of the real face, which someone who loves you will 
find a breath away from the mask you wear, just where 

you Closely sense the other a moment before your lips 
actually touch fees This should not be confused with 
halitosis which is remediable, I am talking of the symp- 
toms of a disease whose source and nature are unknown. 
Moussayeyou’ rerbounditotchange, change) asmice discreet 
word. And for you no doubt a nice interesting experience. 
But for someone who loves you and has to look-on helpless, 
speechless, knowing that every word he says will be mis- 
interpreted, is already being misinterpreted, then 

change is snot just an idea he can’nod@dito and’ forget 
aboutwnglvfiecelValready asuié Limiwritingrtoseatstrangeny, 
arrogantly making all manner of unjustifiable assumptions, 
but my letters were addressed to you. Where have you got 
Logewliyeodid yourmovesaway ?SuBbutathesworst Ofeit asethat 
chase tCOne Of WOUCcerOEsyOUGsSeiSenot newetolme;riyremember 
it from when we lived together. But then I could tease 
you, out of it, make you see} -nows yourare» too far away, I 
need your help to succeed and your stern cunning guardian 
will not let me near you, she intercepts my letters and 
you never read them, only a garbled version she dictates 
tov you. It is our selves that have come between us love, 
for somehwere you are soft and kind and understanding 
Stu lymand 1 ‘an hasan sine reasonable and quiet. But 


our nasty selves yap and yatter like two lawyers we have 
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heared toPmask Our ignorance of ‘the Vaw.9/ Still since I 
must try and answer you, try you and understand me. Why 
doruc ipgorour tnere? Donte think TP haven't thoughtor 
it, but there are reasons which seem to me more strong 
than my wish to see you any time and anyhow. For a start 
off it would take me years to earn the fare and I could 
Hever get a "joo CutP the reivo goeto -41 mM Living trom week 
tO week “here”°as it is. Alsovand tar nore gmoortant if 
know for a fact that I would be violently unhappy in that 
sort of country. I need the moisture and shade of this 
land to keep me running smoothly, out there I would 
Simply. svezerup.. “LC "know this must sotind "selfish, -oul in 
the long Gun awhat *qood would #1 do “is fom me*toy trys and 
jOin you in a place where I know I would only decay and 
perhaps infect you too? After all love won't stick people 
together if they're being pulled apart in their everyday 
Eco. arr we DOC ltOvVedeLe Or boul hated Ht onibothtig— 
nOred 1t .then 1b would*be allright. “But what would 
Happen is that “you would wadapt *as’ “you “apparently nave 
done, I would not, and we would spend our time squabbl- 
ing. But © don"t know, allthis sounds weak and feeble 
and useless, God knows what VOUsaWi La caInkeOL emit. = Bat I 
don't care what you think of it or of me my sweet, I'm 
GiLcouctiieallel kKnOwersmtenac a Want you, i won't say more 
Dirctiieec voc je lew ctl we ead: Bates si memis takenvabout “that 


then I must be a hopeless idiot. I want your chat and 
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your laughter and everything that is you, and the town 
needs you too, so that we can look at it and insult it 
and make love in it. At present I can only tell a house 
from a speck in the eye when I think how we might be 
4iving there, together, and taking our happiness and 
wretchedness and rows as they come. For what sickens me 
most about this bloody separation is not the pain it 
causes me, nor do I think that life with you would be all 
SLiawoerrics aidvcream ep butewhat 16) intolerable .in isco- 
lation is the uselessness and unreality of the Dain, aun 
fetated) lovanything sin sight... What 1 miss most is not 
being able to have a good row with you, for that is a4 
Jive thing, you are free to fight back or stalk out or 
shoot me or something, here I can.only throw a book at 
the wall, which stares back with the same blank disinter- 
est. Nothing we can do will make the world care. That 
is why only with another person can we ever find that 
Penecons that edOube ee thotenope, wathout which life is 
literally nothing but a game of patience. The quarrel 
with ourselves, as the man said, produces only poetry, 
and who wants bloody poetry? 

I don't know what to say to you, you sound so 
plausible and kind and understanding one minute and then 
start making me out to be some kind of monster. But I'm 
HNoceand tom not going to let you make me feel rotten 
eootoeiUst Wich el mM Starting to find my feet out here. 


fous ayvmetuee Gilly thing for me to do is come back and start 


idiyoscve has zedaprsl auay 
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struggling along again, Christ don't you understand any- 
thing about me? You can't, or you would never have 
written that. I hated all the time I spent in that 
miserable town with its grey houses and cloud and false 
false sunshine. I feel exactly the same about that place 
as you do about this. Wherever we finally end up it'll 
havemtopbelbetterithanathatik Andvhere,thetdife we open 
and brisk, I have enough money not to have to Sscrapegand 
niggle like we did for three years. Beer with the meal 
isn't everything but it's a start. We spend every week- 
end on the beach, along with everybody else in the CLliy 
it seems. I was terrified of sharks at first but after a 
bit you forget about that. As you see from the address 
I've moved, it's~a much better placesinethessuburbs; near 
the sea. The bus is very inconvenient though, I think 
I'm going to try and get a car. Tell me about your own 
life, how you spend the day and so on. And don't despair, 
Mitosis (coor shorts togwastembeingtmiserable. 

My sweet foxy love, I'm not trying to make you 
Cute LCONDeeaemonstervenvouldimakesagrotten mosters: “All 
I'm trying to do in my feeble way is make love to you, in 
the old sense of that phrase before it came to mean just 
a good screw. Though I wouldn't exactly mind it meaning 
that either, but even the ingenious me can't manage to lay 
yous vetweens theysheetssoina. letter .wcl- spent a happyshour 


last night thinking of myself meeting you again, trying 
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to imagine the closeness and incredible coarseness of 
experience applied to this you who have gone all runny 
in my mind from distance, bleary eyes trying to see 
cGcbheretvanteyes cans. Sastil Vitindyyou durking cabout 
tye =town =though> in@thewlibrary thatel hadimotiseen 
since the summer you pounced on me like an interior 
sprung pussy cat from a shelf of books, M to N, where 
you had once pulled me over on the lever of your finger 
and read me in low tones some fatuous ponderer pondering 
the imponderable, and I laughed out loud, having rolled 
up*the rest *of the library, and thessnotty woman at: the 
desk inspectedime sternly as if“ were toverdueror tdefaced. 
What would I have done if you'd suddenly appeared, I 
wonder. (Just melted ian a poolkion thermarblesfloorll 
suppose, leaving a nasty mess for the cleaners to clear 
up. How do I spend the day? Well unless I happen to be 
teaching I get up at twelve, drop a boiled egg down my 
EVLOAdepSspOUrwawrcoLm fof cuppee cera and then proceed 
Co the Can; sone sr Noor gdown neelt \s ean ioxiginaill (crapper, 
open the hatch and make a wish before you hear the splash 
fifty feet below. Unfortunately although I worship 
faithfully every morning the powers that be have not yet 
Seen DPUESCOigranteny @déesires.«Thenvif it's a letter day 
I go down to the hall, slowly, savouring each moment of 
pure possibility before the letter wraps it up one way 


or the other. Incidentally even in the bog I'm surrounded 
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by you. A long strip photograph of golden strands and 
Oronzed "surfers Fiding in on succulent waves. It's one 
of those maddening trick affairs made of one print 
repeated over and over again, where you can never actual- 
Tye iid enc join trac you xnow’ logically must be there. 
iiesreseOrethe Uay [ sit.in my room and read or Ji sten 
POemUS TC OCeStare sac tne! window, NOt OUL-Of Le, [canst 
seem to manage that. Some days when a music teacher 
sOmehwere collapses under the strain 1 go and stand in, 
teaching a bunch of future door to door salesmen and 
Lraines tarts CoO, appreciate the joys of Classical music, 
also a few piano lessons. I have plenty of opportunity 
for meeting other women, love, but the more I meet the 
more I can see only you, who make them all seem dull, 
featureless, sterile. . I've realized such a lot in the 
past months. All my affairs and desires with girls other 
than you, I thought they were:.a result of some lack or 
weakness in our arrangement. “What nonsense. They were, 
Cimino COlUuLaLy; sanGiLece, besulLt Of 1ts stability and 
apparent permanence. Without the constant knowledge of 
you they would not have lasted a moment, as I found out 
Whew Ie chLeOas LO SUDDOLL One arte, you left. They were 
only possible because of the staple you were and are in 
my life, games within the security of your rules, brittle 
descants to your begs. And all the while I secretly 


longed for the removal of what seemed an obstacle when 
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ibewaceinetactathe onexthing, that.made.them feasible, I 
mean the balance and counter of your love. If only you 
had never found out about that bitch we might still be 
together for it would have faded in a week or two any- 
way. Only when I admitted it I then found myself having 
to support my choice so as not to appear merely feeble 
to myself and to you, it was only because I had told you 
I was in love that I believed it, had to believe it, 
myself. Not that I'm trying to excuse myself. But it 
thought you might see clearer, as I am having to. What 
a silly feeble mess I made of everything qood. (this as 
a nuthouse, like all the houses in this town Aen eter Jk 
think must attract all the eccentrics and layabouts and 
rejects and duds and queers in the country. In any 
other town they'd be crushed out flat by the confidence 
and drive of the place, you know those industrial cities 
which have the same unaggressive but unquestionable 
assurance that you scientists have. We know what we're 
doing and we know we're needed, we made bootstraps and 
bombs. Well this town has the equivalent vagueness and 
fear of being found out that musicians and lovers have, 
knowing that if someone were to ask them im,.OLeicial 
tones, I say look here what do you so to speak do, they. d 
have no answer he could understand. This is what people 
like me sense in the streets, the openness and lack of 
pressure, a discretion and tact that does not probe our 


poor reasons for existence with any but the sharpest 
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SAO east taluille lane, eo [todocsn itemuck you about,-<it 
gives you the alternatives and limits of life itself, 
not a squabble of irrelevant standards invented by our 
filthy civilization to squeeze the blackheads it has 
intected sitself with. «As you! ll gather, 1I've,changed a 
lot in my attitude to the place. I used to fear and hate 
it, but now that I've realized its arrogance and bluster 
is, like my own, only compensation for a basic sense of 
TRSeSCUGUCY, Blelikeelt and OLeVeLt ads ea friend.  wthat us 
another reason why I don't want to leave, it would be 
like leaving someone who needs you and trusts you, and 
Lull never bexable tQudO,thal with an.open jaeart sagas. 
BUDDY VOU. Lindinggvouslike the oldsplace latter 
two years of moaning about it every minute. You're right 
about it being undemanding, that's just why I don't want 
EO,tace it again... iltsleave one. completely to .one\s own 
devices; 8and Miatheys tai. eoic ice lett utterly snaked... of 
want acbustly town ythat carries you.over the bad spots, 
ene leesoundssase! Gy VCUsdO LOO... Tne only thing one can 
do there is sit and gaze at one's own navel. It's just 
WOR sUpeLOe Gulls ulmereshere-: elsfind it sstrange not 
having to worry about whether or not the sun will be 
shining tomorrow. You're wrong about it being necessary 
Gowtace up to things all athe time. .How.can. you. expect to 
have a good time if you simply sit moping in your room? 


Thataswwiatl we did fon two solid years and.1i_for one .am 
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glad at SS sOVer., "lite as only bearable if you get out 
SnOsjJOlmein «lt seiakesa slot mMachine;.1f you don't put 
any money in you won't get any cigarettes. When I think 
of those stinking mean little rooms where we sat cooped 
UpeoaveatlereCayalikesim prison, it Wasssoestupid.: But 
it's the little things like money and weather make all 
the difference. My only regret for the time I spent in 
that town was that it was two years wasted when if I had 
Only Nada bit move money and sense 1 could really have 
lived instead of just vegetating. And the same goes for 
home and the whole setup over there. And if I had not 
made the break and come out here I might have muddled on 
for years or the rest of my life in the same dreary 
fashion, nose to the ground. I've bought a car, quite old 
but it goes. One of the mechanics from the firm had a 
look at the engine and says it will go for a couple of 
years before falling to bits. We went out a little way 
into the interior last weekend. Not as flat as I'd 
imagined, just this vast expanse of scrub. The sunset was 
fanbase C,maosOlmtelyewilderien rdark red with=all “the 
dust in the atmosphere. I see what you mean about the 
way you never really stopped loving me. I knew all the 
bimesyou nadn ct really, but it»didn't help much. ‘Why 
don't Vousecuraubedqular j,Obwin the day and have your 

. evenings free and ett for? The evening is the best time 
andes» Gasier toylive if you know that other people are 


working and playing at the same time as you. 
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So it's summer there. Here it's just running 
into autumn without having realized yet where the road 
Heads sw ivieshad the tirst of the autumn galesstast night, 
it banged and buffeted the house and set the leaves and 
Stars sftfelling. Having atherror of the house falling on 
its face I retreated to the back Of the room to help 
balance it, actually hugged up against the wall before I 
caught myself on. The woods on the slopes of the downs 
are mottled dark green yellow and brown as is each indivi- 
Gualsleat, above 2t allitnewilk plucesky, belowert salle Ey 
me. I never realized you felt like that about our time 
together. Admittedly I didn't exactly go out of my way 
to take you out, but on the other hand you never com- 
plained about it much. I thought you liked just sitting 
and being. How these letters foul the air with their clog 
of words. All I want is to sit quiet, but not lonely, 
alone. That is why I love you, you had that rare gift 
Stebeing silent, noterie silence Of unspoken thought but 
the genuine silence of someone at rest. . need that 
quiet to make my own whole, one's own silence can only 
ever be a choice, never an achievement. 

Went fishing instead. I just sat and watched 
actually, though I had a swim. It would probably be 
better if we didn't discuss the past, love. We will 
only quarrel and there's no point in GOing sino ett; all 
anyway. You must Mavemenmercort. to look forward, Or at 


least around you. 
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Wren wt Chink each might, that this is a night 
wasted, a night which I could have spent in love with 
you, then a year is not a length of time but a-terrible 
crime under some natural law. We have only so long to 
love and to waste a year of our youth, a year when our 
bodies are fresh and eager, I have a terrible fear that 
one day we will look back and remember this waste, to- 
getner Or apart, ang, curse and long. And, 2 don’t want 
tia, noc that. Anything pur to grow old and just one 
thought, if only I had my time over again. We are making 
the oped 1n which we Must die love, and when lL think lor 
the shame and waste, the blasphemy of this year thrown 
away then I would scream love love love come back and let's 
make good it all. Please think over these things, recon- 
sider anything you like but only come back. I love you 
inside out and every way. All you say I agree with, 
tele take you Oul every, night ohn my Love, anything, but 
what use all this spirit and loving with ten thousand 
miles between us? I don't even know where bloody 
Australia is, which way from my window to aim the weak 
rays of my mind. I feel I'm losing you more completely 
thanee ver, ethiay wobdrever, £ feel.it waiting its turn, 
jumping the queue to cut me from you before we've even 
been able to clean out the wound. What am I talking 
about.. I send you a photograph of us I found, taken a 
year ago. You're wearing that blouse you made from cur- 


tain material and your bleached green jeans in which I 
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always picture you, white socks and I think your plim- 
sollsvetThe bag in your right. handscontains; the,evening 
paper, a packet of paper handkerchiefs, cigarettes, the 
black purse, a paperback novel, a letter and two apples, 
One naltimeaten se, Your, fagne mand contains mine,,the; rest 
of me in that woolly shirt you gave me and my old jeans 
with the chancy fly. The day is hot and windless, I am 
hot and mindless, you are warm and adorably plump and 
hopelessly lovely and worrying about whether your hair 
looks negligently nice or just messy and remembering to 
remember to ask me to give you back your vanity mirror 
which I borrowed three weeks before and have lost. Oh 
come and see me my sweet and sane loverandels lLiagavenyou 
a mirror big enough to lose yourself in and find, coming 
out the other side, that the shutter has clicked and we 
can move again, anywhere you want to go. 

The summer's really got moving now, I hadn't any 
wieaminatwthe heatecould bewlaikepout here. pYou were 
Guites ri gh teabout, theadiirerence.a year's going to make, 
T hadn't realized. It will mean a fresh start. Well, 
perhaps that's not such a bad idea. The woods around 
town sound lovely, they are always pretty at that time. of 
year, long as you don!’ tehave. to goon looking. at. them. 
Have you seen any of the people we used to know? I 
wonder what became of the pussies. I don't imagine their 
relationship would be affected much by anything, they're 


probably muttering together somewhere even now. How 
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dead and unresponsive people are really, they miss such 
Prrcemrc oor tiptoe. Trercear oroke down In” the “street 
yesterday and caused a traffic jam, I think I was using 
the wrong oil or something. 

Do you know what you are doing to me? Any idea? 
And do you see what is happening to yourself? But what 
is the use of me talking to you when every word will 
simply be written off as so much sentimental Ware from 
the past, the past you have elected to drop from your 
Wirreelikewa-bad Habit. s iecon cexknow it there ls any 
Pome im goingeon writing toeyou,, U-could mov aciveve 
Vese byecilence. *And yer you used to™be so tentative 
and gentle, I don't recognize this hard young woman at 
apee "Please mister, scan lL have my love back?” Well, 
this is how the story always ends, isn't it? Healthy 
girl refuses to be trapped by sickly male who is left to 
his antisocial solitude while she persues an integrated 
and wholesome career and lives life to the full. Of 
course you could never really have come back, I never 
really expected you would. It would have been too in- 
ventive, too deeply creative a gesture ever to happen in 
Pits WOrEG.) slite, tO borrow your platform a moment, is 
a soap opera turned inside out. The same fixed and 
irrevocable contrived patterns, but the reassurance turned 
to claustrophobia, the lucky breaks to cracks lage holga s! 


earth, the flawless mediocre content to constant painless 
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dreary dumps, the mechanical happy ending to a routine 
eventless vulgar fraction without end of any kind. We 
are always free to make it better of course, but, well 
Ltewoulad be too showy and difficult, too much like .a 
HOOK, too Many words, too many notes... Let's try this new 
scientifically proved brand of washing powder instead. 
Tt's new, shiny, comes in six exciting flavours, doesn't 
Sseain Or tarnish. andpeveryoody is doing 1t, that the 
important thing. Positively no risk involved, this 
doesn't involve you in any obligation. And I have done 
tnNis;, On that “is Ene worstwoe iteoll) snow. Cane. tear 
thus Dever with my nibs tossnow you. | Lock, 1 will spack 
up here and somehow come’ out’ to you if that's still all 
MONt akc S| NOtetheybest away, but ane Only One Now. 
Anything but this fucking aimless bloody maundering on 
paper. I never want to use paper ever again in my life 
DutecOnWwlocmiysdrse witness se that ald raght? I mean 
about me coming out there. I feel I'm shouting through 
AEC losed door Intorasroomwiethiout knowing if you're still 
in there. Anyway my balls are in your court. Be gentle. 
And perhaps use ink to reply, biro tends to make one a 
DbteaeuCk. 

This is a hard letter to write. I don't know how 
to say it.so that you will have no excuse to reproach me. 
iethiank VOuLaLle right about there being no point in our 
going on writing like this, we only seem to misunderstand 


one another's motives. And I'm not sure I can support 
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your emotional dependence on me indefinitely. There would 
be no point in your coming out here, you've already said 
you would hate it and what good would that do? We must 
try and find our own stability and integrity in our own 
wayS. You will always represent an important factor in 
my imjfevand @whenRi Gretumner snouldmikebtolsee trousagain. 
BUtR can t beestre atvthegmoment how) long. Iiwant ito stay 
here or what it will mean to me when I leave. Anyway this 
rehbetionshiprby tpestMisetiring andguseléss.@ [ido@like 
hearing about you and your way of looking at things is 
oGter retreshing; =l Umeantkeep writing woeeyoumranteto. 

Bute tmanotisure®iit Lican love two tpeop besatethensame 
times eThere must beschanges of all sorts in store and 
DoimnOtGsurethowelawiill reactwtottheman Sout mightebe 
Sale lanOecwlLoncounteonsmentoomamuch: 

I can still remember the day that I received 
Gitemleuter, alt Bemainsmvyistole.asithe, endtwallsof a 
Eeuuacesy Ligwasmatbsightechil i lautunnemorning andtlewas 
going to a town some miles inland, where I was teaching 
that week. The letter. I saw on opening the door’ to go 
out snapped me like old rope, for it had been five days 
Overdue and each morning the same intolerable lack that 
left the day a dull duration. I carefully put off read- 
Ingmiteuntil *ivwasisitting safely in the train. I knew 
that this must be in some sense it, for I had appealed to 


you on a level you could not merely gloss over as you did 
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my feelings. Things like departure and arrival were 
apparently the only realities you recognized any more, 
sOvsurely this one letter would at least not be just a 
bored chat ignoring everything I had wrecked and ran- 
sacked my feelings to make clear. The train was just 
gomng over that high @rim of a Viaduct ottside the sta— 
tion when I reached the sentence which was the last I 
read, though not the last you wrote. I have had to com- 
plctelywinvent the vend "or your = letter, "for although 1 
distinctly remember that the black scrawl continued over 
on tomtne verso™~or the arrmailvtorm Inever got any fur-— 
ther than the words which gave me the greatest shock of 
my life, and then dropped my hand with the letter and 
looked out of the grimy window, through whose patina of 
Ome Pesay elie Oine Or etie "Lown In 1tSoevalley and, be— 
yond all the roofs, the bright twinkle of the sea breaking 
Comore seach pe lore: my siOUuse. “|lt writ tell =vyou the 
intensity and limitation of my love when I say that not 
once in all the weeks of our vacillation had I considered 
the possibility of your having fallen in love with some- 
one else. It struck me at first like a misprint, then 
Serene I realized that it was I who was at fault and had 
misread. I thought back over the long weeks patterned 
with handwriting and stretched out like galley proofs. Of 
course. Tt all began to make some sense. The hardening 
of tone I had not been able to relate to a girl I knew, 


even if she were changed and abroad, became simply the 
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gleam of the sink revealed as affection drains away. I 
knew so well that tight disinterest in what abruptly be- 
comes a past sheared from the blinding present, turned 
the final inch between what does not change and what 
cannot, since the eye given a longer pitch will no longer 
distinguish the insect on the desk. What I could not 
absorb at one sitting was the knowledge that it was all 
over,© completely andiuttenlyifinished.gmOhsof courseswe 
might meet again, Navas tile ehom aid gl knows omecanes faut 
this was dead, this feeble attempt to preserve the circuit 
by taking past and future in my two hands and using my 
body as a conductor, this attempt which had caused me 
continuoustiexcitementiand paihjeiltiwasaover.,Theylead to 
the future, to the present, was snatched away, and I was 
left with all the dead massive machinery of my memories 
shining and for ever stilled and useless, historical 
curiosities housed from the world which no longer needs 
them in a museum of which I am curator. But this know- 
ledge, which I have. come to live with 1£ not to accept, 
didamnot become! clearktosmeryuntil dvtried ss later, thats even- 
ing, tomformulate, ammeply.w Ohlycwhen; i had) run> through 
the entire stock of possible reactions and openings did I 
realize that there was only one which was in any sense 
valid, silence. Any move or sound appeared so pitifully 
inadequate that I realized finally what I had known all 
along but refused to accept, been unable to bring myself 


to, that there was simply nothing more to be said, only 
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the eternal silence that binds lovers together and keeps 
others apart, only that, to be endured. There is no flaw 
in the quality of that silence, in our loneliness we hear 
what we heard in love, only alone the silence seals us 

not to another and a new found world but to the whispering 
sniggering self whose outgoing dissipation and resolution 
in love is turned in upon itself to confuse and paralyse. 
And between our silences we have that amateur telephone 
service called talk and the even more hilarious postal 
system. . But try as we will, knowing from too much exper- 
ience what the result must be, still it is impossible not 
LOserust those sbuigk t-young postmen pand athei tm beautirtully 
and inexhaustibly complex system for making my thought 
yours and yours mine again. Time and time again they con- 
tinue to deliver letters to the wrong door, so that one 

is constantly getting mail intended for someone else, 

evel tiOugimatheyuOLtem wOosesa Letien completely, .even 
Whelereebecomes, CleargtheaL forsasletternsto reach intact 
the person to whom it was sent is a phenomenon so rare as 
to be practically inconceivable, even then one glance at 
eae eager faces, one view of the incredibly complicated 
sorting machines and delivery routes is enough to send one 
hopefully again to the desk and the pen. For while it is 
obviously true that most of these people are new to their 
joueona Lealbly jhavewveny. little -idea,how to suse,all the 
facilities they have inherited, nevertheless they are so 


anxious to please, so hopelessly willing. as they cross 
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out the original name on a misdirected letter and pencil 
in your own to reassure you, as they work overtime invent- 
ing whole letters to replace those lost or destroyed, one 
Peels hat surely this time,’ with such a wealth Of poten= 
tial and goodwill, surely this time everything will be 
SUMsl Bewizs py says 

Think of the appalling ache and tenderness that 
deives=Us CO the Stupidity of letters and argument, when 
all that racket only makes the silence more difficult to 
Neatsclearly,  palntswle Upeli. Garisieanic. COntUsiInG coloutse 
The silence of another person being, if only we could be 
content with that, if only become humble enough to 
praise a world in which I am permitted to listen to your 
Silence. 

EE Occurred, Co’ me shortly afterwards that you had 
purposely spun out our correspondence long after you had 
lost any real interest in it, simply waiting Until my 
position became such as to give you a clear kick at my 
crotch. This would explain why you suddenly came to the 
point after so many weeks of ambiguity, it would explain 
the exquisite placing of that blow wrapped up in its 
cloudy context, the anonymous two people, the delight- 
fully tactful way you left it for me to guess which of 
the two would have to go. It was stylishly done my dear, 
whether by intent or from embarrassment, and I hope you 


got some pleasure out of your belated but definitely final 
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laugh, for it was certainly due and I am glad to say it 
hurt me abominably and made me squeal like a little 
piggy. It also killed you, I mean you, the girl I loved 
and who only exists now in my brain and perhaps a little 
in these pages, if indeed she ever existed anywhere else. 
No. senate s unnecessary. "But once I had got over the 
tiviial #snock —@tound-recovery much “ess drrriculrt than 
One-mMi ght have thought.= P¥found’ a Loophole ‘you “see, “in 
the ‘coarsening your mind hed ‘displayed in’ those final 
Keucers -a Atithe time if had supposed this to be due to a 
forcing of your self over your sensibility, owing to the 
dangerworitiies lattersgi ving Gn toeme,- Tatervon TI thought 
of other and darker reasons, but whatever the cause the 
result’ was that-I have never had to give up my soft and 
witty love at all, only the clumsy and banal woman who 
HeplLaced "hen. » sand tis person, with her babble about 
nothing, her cosy reliance on jargon about relationships, 
her lack of any of the ordinary human decencies such as 
making some attempt if not to return then at least to show 
some Sign of appreciating the existence and depth of a 
Be reneere sk lover's feelings, her inability to end grace- 
fully a contact which bored her, her complete and utter 
misunderstanding of things my love would have grasped 
before I had finished the sentence, the passing of this 
breezy beauty did not unduly trouble my days. Though there 
were moments, oh even in the letters there were moments, 


Cpeneses. Se buUcethey did not last; I put them out. “Did I 
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make it as easy for you in the summer, love? I think I 
must have helped, being so similarly brutal and crass 
and cheap. So after a few weeks of agony and indecision 
I realized one day that there was nothing more to be 
done, tore to the letters, forgot about this other girl 
and reverted to my first and only love. 

From time to time of course I have been worried 
by the apparent fact that my dead girl is alive and well 
and living on the other side of this allegedly spherical 
world.: In general.these hints of a torment to disturb 
the quiet decay of a mind preoccupied with the past have 
been connected with the doubts churned up later when I 
gradually got the whole affair within my sights, in fact 
when the letters and final break had sunk deeply enough 
imtovthe pasts tO be: Visiblesto the eyes [I Carry in the 
back of my head, the only ones that can see clearly. But 
there is time enough to deal with that at the end, for 
there will have to be an end sear, snouts NoOtetwe .one ol 
looked for. It seems eae tussle with the past which I 
began so confidently has somewhere been turned aside, I 
no longer feel as if I am fighting my disease tooth and 
nail but,rather encouraging eee ane what remains of 
me not already pawned for a few sweet memories. But of 
course while I know now I cannot write my way into life 
again, it is equally true that however many times I 
succumb along the way it is only the last round that 


actually counts. It is the way I lay down my pen after 
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une =last word Vand get ip frometii's ‘swaying «table and go 
that will decide “it, for what is all’ this really but ‘my 
deadness written out to be thrown back and give me momen- 
tum forward? I cannot hope to contradict the hermetic 
Paste wor EoO™=shanewre unto sl bee pepUt —lecan perhaps: flit ort 
away from me with sufficient force to leave me no alter- 
heerve DUERtOegONOoul and Cry -again.-iPerhaps ethus teat 
biustes; -but+l feel Vslignely chirpy *tonigic, jrencesaul 
these metaphors as if I were having a nice clean fight 
with a tangible and separate entity and not trying to fix 
a streaky strain which is half or more my being. 

So while from time to time I wonder vaguely what 
Status tis -living person ias;<in@truth Fenolonger con- 
cern myself with her. If she were to come back and we 
Net, =-thenSlesuppose Vieshould@ieel a nasty “upset; +for 
however her mind might have thickened her face would still 
be=yours; “her mouth #stilPechnatethin piece ofsewarmth Ythat 
smiled nervously as it was kissed by this creepy crawling 
on hands and knees over to where you sat in your dress 
and sweater, sitemeter the corns on your left foot 
hooked over right knee for the purpose. Yes, that would 
all be the same, and the jump between that and the mind 
set like concrete could never quite make sense. Or still 
worse if she turned out to be 6a, still deliciously the 
same and adorably there and real and with some gangling 


surf champ riding your board every night down the longest 


. _ 
= 1 u 7 
*, 
~~" 
. i 
oh ; 
.* - _ 
2 — 
1: AHI WwW J 2BBL act% 






> 
1 
& 
4 2 E ry : f >" .2 
+ 
x e Z cP | 
t ; $ ’ IiCa 7 SitmM 2 ; r 
a _ 
a? 1g * — 
i ; ’ 
= 2; 
> 
4 x 
; fo bd ‘ 
os j j s 
ra has 7 et . KAsee a! ie * 
— 3 aP cep hese ie! dae . 
my 


P a) 
F . ey As - Y - 
ba o Zo soe + re Laz as na F 
; Se Be Pek 
Ye : i «i <1 Md 


a. enor ee er 
BAlivix, tasers See Yl Soeecn Ly 


a ok c> , 


{LG 
eit 









276 


wave in the world. For sometimes I wonder, bearing in 
mind that your letters even when I knew you were usually 
trite and often thoughtless, as before our summer holi- 
days, I wonder if in fact I have not invented this new 
coarser you to defend myself from the unbearable loss of 
the original. But here we go round the mulberry bush. 
Phnoeee youre Vivsiongendsstack tosit, they “wesall equally 
meaningless in the end and any one will see you through 
LO chet. end. 

My veal -fear in, realizing, that ite wast all over 
Wes snot the loss ,of, you but my .inevileable return to, the 
empty tensionless state in which I had passed the summer. 
How we see ourselves decides how we see the world. Our 
ability to carve_the spongy mess of things into line and 
shape depends upon our fiction of ourselves, follows 
PEOIeLL anda sudetermined bvadt a. But lohad staked all 
the meaning of my life upon the necessity of our love, 
this was the only future I saw and fixed my sight the more 
SinglysOnst Le lconvincenyou. coc..sTO achieve. thater had 
directed all my powers to one end, that end gone there 
was no obvious alternative, each possibility was as pos- 
Sible as the rest and all equally unlikely. I shrank 
PLONmaneeMbarrassnent. OLecho1ce with no, detail to,dis- 
tinguish one from another. Alona, each wave of depression 
or muted discontent ae the moon behind it and brings 
the walls down round your head, any casual glance in the 


street calls in question your very right and reason in 
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being there, or anywhere. All those long weeks until 
Christmas I wandered aimlessly through a house without 
mirrors and every object I saw, every surface I touched 
threatened constantly to slip and reveal the absence of 
reselp. It was the most naked time I have ever spent, 
ender CO; NOL Wisn to seo it again. The town “tselrt, so 
solid, moved around behind the screen that held every- 
thing from me by my inability to select and live with any 
One pommt? rrom which to view 1t. “The world, a very Skil-— 
ful torturer, never hurt me enough to put me beyond its 
feageVemr Ole yOu Calum use OLE, 210 JOouscCan say conti. 
ently, yes I know I am here and you are there and so 

what, then the world looks slightly embarrassed and coughs 
and starts washing itself like an outfaced cat. Or rather 
mienas just been there, getting on with it all along, and 
no more comes and goes than the stars leave their circuits 
to appear before the man on whose head a grand piano has 
jus tee len. 

Most of the time we naturally do not concern our- 
selves with these abstractions, as long as they remain 
abstract we do not need to. But I found myself being 
POrCe(meOuCale em tioceUmtiis 1S. the nature ot the blutr. 
POLeasmilOngeds.yOU CalleiGuore yOur position, bound up in 
immediate affairs, then it will not affect you. It is not 
a problem with which we occupy ourselves, rather the fact 


of occupying ourselves with it is itself the problem. 
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Porinstence Te found myself ‘paying! attention to ythe, plac— 
mq of objects Say a newspaper iso’ folded that at dsrmot 
quite halved, the crease making a wrong angle with the 
ence 9) SoMwiutiout thine pick a tirup ~andwrefiol dat, 
exactly. =-but now ah Mooksitoo tidy and .orderedjsatistands 
out in felief ton the! table “and ‘distracts my eye irom ithe 
book it is supposed to be reading. Newspapers do not 
Hook #ke ttiiatw Sf subenowedo frheyslook2 el atrycmuddiang 
wp the *pagesta WLitele Mito make et elook morematural 16 But 
flies wis ever worse nowt slookstreall yacomenivedimsLt is 
nowusel, “l’know there is no such thing as a natural way 
for a newspaper tto the. Pitiey mj ust Rie fanyoway uthey re 
Teele. Bue Lothar Vist rue fo himewspapensytheng tsi sgtrue 
of every object—in the room, and every object. The moment 
you ask yourself why these books and cups and cigarette 
butts are where they are a grotesque pattern emerges, a 
whole chart of anglestandréelations and distances, =scom- 
pletely random. Yet if you set about tidying them into 
an order, at once that order appears fragile and arbit- 
vary, a pretty plan devised by you. Think about Aire TOT 
long enough and you will go mad, surrounded by a world 
of things which have no reason for being where they are 
and no reason for being anywhere else. What meaning can 
punctlalwtrarins#haves tor the lifer in jai morgnouses, for 
I who have nothing to do in them, no interest in people 
who are not you, no thoughts which do not include your 


participation and no possibilities which do? I found 
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myself incapable of imagining a future without you, and 
was forced to exploit the past from sheer lack of inven- 
Blonwe Atteveryiturnat unthinkingly apply the oldcustrategy, 
you my love, my old strategy puss, and a reeling moment 
Net eiverealize Wwekict nomlongertmre léevantatsAnd sthen the sick 
withdrawal, in which the past is abused for lacking the 
dimension of change and the present rejected for possess- 
ing it. The world is made for creatures without memory 
who, like the birds, might celebrate each new dawn as new, 
aigralultouss building joiplight coutheot pdarknessencver 
broken betore. 

In itself the freedom of having absolutely no 
ties and no connection with anyone or anything is exhiler- 
Au Lngeay lifethe-cuneshimessgandetic wind aishinmetheé night 
quambtemeand youtcanginvolve yourselLéisubficiently win jour 
little selfimposed routines to forget how completely 
rigged it all is, then you feel a curious lightness and 
invulnerability which is very pleasant, as long as you 
don't try and test it by stepping off the window ledge. 
And of course my draughty sense of being superfluous to 
requirements meant only a constant threat, occasionally 
breaking into presence. . I had some nasty moods when I 
felt I wanted a breékdown, as a woman in labour wants her 
baby. The walls were so blank and tecould Cosnethings I 
usually ended up ee ta my books one by one at the door, 
Untibsthéesquiet morose student in the next room came in 


to see what was the matter. And then he would take me 
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in and reas Metaecuprotacotice.and tell me-his life story, 
which was sad and funny and diverting. He too had been 
living with a girl for several years, and the long and 
involved parting had left him in his own way as broken 

as myself. I asked him why they had separated. He 
shrugged and stared at the hissing gas fire. She wanted 
to marry Mozart, he said eventually. 

But in general the bleakness remained behind, and 
in the foreground enough happened to keep me sane. Be- 
sides, I was always planning, always hoping that at any 
moment the new girl, the new mystery would appear. Not 
today, sabubwtomerrow, sometime. L Nad nok Learni chen about 
the reflex which condemns the new sight unseen and sends 
me mumbling back to my memories. And although I never 
Cameeacrosswehatyoriginality tysought in,a human way; it 
was mine in the wild distant beauty of those days. That 
was Of the town, of my room. White bare walls buckled and 
bent in the old warped house, densely cold. And outside 
the incredible blue expanse of sky, the streaming liquid 
air, from my window the sun lying on the grinding surface 
of the sea, transposed for human eyes to a glittering 
toceataset diaght.s eThesmorningseso. bright and trusting, 
hard blocks of shadow and the cold air burnishing the 
Skin of hands and face. I went out to get a paper and 
some eggs, half a Stites of butter, some coffee, depending 


on what was short. And as I stretched and yawned in the 
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exuberance of the morning it was over. When I went out 
again for a walk, down to the front,.coO. che igbrary, just 
to get out, the light had already softened from diamond 
to pearl, the waves broke carelessly and from the promen- 
ade I could see the power station we once Passed on a 
walk, blurred as though through gauze. How typical of us 
to dismiss death as an end and then idealize it as a 
beginning, when in fact it is neither beginning nor end 
but the time between, a fine thin muslin covering every- 
thing and everybody, absolutely transparent, making just 
that difference as when you cover one eye with your hand. 
It is everywhere and always there, we are coated with it, 
only what we see is usually so important and interesting 
in itself that=we. forget about the gap between, as watch— 
ing from a window we are not aware of the glass. But then 
Cio eleeceonpUlesmLt wsecold in. the room, the window 
remains. 

And in my room on the very edge of the town I sat 
and watched the morning brilliance turn to the tired 
pastel shades of the afternoon. Between three and five 
Was the worst time. . By five it was dark and I could put 
On ymy Ccodt and go Out to, fétch my dinner. I had to eat, 
but I soon grew weary of even this wedge of planned time 
driven into my purposeless sities L resented having to 
DOmcOeLicetaAVdtOLly. einding I had run out of cigarettes 
Cideiade tO GO OUL Jogall Grove me to a rage. I went the 


Same route evening after evening to a fish and chip shop 
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nearby and bought two sausages in batter and a shilling 
Graco s- smerackeLNrougheticnorcter night, the heat-of 
the chips warming my palms while the knuckles ached. I 
rolled the sausages in a slice of buttered bread and 
munched my way through them and the lukewarm chips. 
Rolled up the greasy paper and tossed it on to a growing 
pile under the sink. Cigarette, steaming powdered coffee. 
Reterwards I. listened to records, read a book until my 
Wanossbpecamemstiti withthe cold, Glanceds1or the sunp— 
teenth «time at an.old newspaper, as)it it might have 
grown new pages overnight. I returned to my: old pre-— 
occupation with wallpaper. This one was easy, I solved 
Peau first clance woalepislewmy slitivesstrategens. like va 
house of cards, infinitely fragile and with great gaps, 
but nowhere could I find the perspective that would have 
woven everything together of its own accord, my life 
remained a ragbag of separate ways of passing time. The 
music stopped, the chapter ended and there was the glaring 
hiatus, the general pause for thought, until finally 
there was nothing lett sbut to go to bed, a rest nor 
Ber edict resorted to for want of any alternative. 

And then the dreams. There you became an enig- 
matic figure whose face I could never see clearly. You 
came quietly and stood at the foot oe iyvyebeGedned nigh t= 
dress, props borrowed from a film I had seen. TI lay 
knowing it was you, though your face was in shadow, out 


of focus. A voice called your name and you turned slowly 
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and retired into the darkness, looking round, walking 
away, looking round. You were in danger. Daylight, you 
stood fully dressed in a strange dull costume. You were 
broken and lonely and in terrible need of love and help 
and I knew I was the only person who understood this, 
tue only person who could help, could love you. “But you 
looked at me and smiled in a tired way and shook your 
head. You did not trust me, you were beyond my reach. 
Youjsmiled, tired and sadeand tinal. HOw. coulda 1 .ever 
prove my intention was good? And you returned through a 
giant folding door with false sides, through it you were 
nowhere to be seen. A figure lead you away and your smile 
meant, thank you but no, I know they don't understand me 
but anything is better than the understanding we had and 
VOuUsUscO sCOMNULrL Me.5 By OOung that you've put yourself 
CULsOMeloicd LOlecVer Orig Cale Cancel, the fact of 
that cruelty. How can.I ever love anyone heart whole 
again? I have lowered my sights. I do not give all of 
myself. You abused my innocence and my trust and they 
will never heal properly. I make do with less now. 

Pod sthe migihteilawas.cyes without a head in a 
room where a man in a white coat was bent over a girl 
on a table and using a sharp knife between her legs and 
the blood on her thighs and on his coat and her screaming 
was my own. I woke with my teeth biting the pillow wet 


with spit. 
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Mornings walking in the blistering air held no 
pockets of consolation. Whatever moments came my way 
were mine alone and I lived them out one by one as long 
as they lasted. Gradually the other tenants leaked enough 
details to form a picture of the house. We were a great 
set. In the basement an old man, lonely and mad, who hid 
behind some obscure mystic faith but betrayed himself by 
an excessive desire to: talk when I met him by accident in 
the porch. His windows, giving on to the area where the 
Rats “ate ther garbage, “were Gcurtained with edi rtmm.Ontthe 
first floor the windows were shuttered and the door 
locked. The room was said to be empty, but going up- 
stairs one day I heard a telephone ringing inside. No 
One answered. For some reason I became convinced that 
the landlady's late husband was lying in there embalmed 
ineaec¢lass. cOnfI NY SSW aeneivuoldnthe girl who®lived off 
the next ebandingetaboutsthisyshestitteredspolitelys «She 
was a specimen of the bedsit bluestocking, a common and 
sad bird which tickles its mind because no one will 
tickle its body. We had coffee a few times and I took 
het OUuGHOnCce, bute lEcould notetacentheyprospéect: of ment= 
ally undressing her, an inevitable prelude to taking her 
clothes off. The pair in the adjoining room, directly 
beneath my own, fascinated me from CHetstaruyeslheygwere 
simply the most Baaneieus couple =f had ever seen. If I 
were rich I should have hired them just to be about my 


house. They never seemed to speak above a whisper, 
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their talk limited to single phrases which they ex- 
changed as tokens meaningless outside their complete 
Leadutronsof intimacy. They linvited merdowntfor la meal 
once and I went and basked in the harmony of their chat 
which modulated unexpectedly and originally, creative 
on a given base. They could express more love without 
trying in a few words about boiled potatoes than any of 
us could in passionate pronunciamentos of eternal faith. 


But while I loved their company, and they apparently 





quite liked my talk, nevertheless I avoided them. For 
their beauty and serenity only reminded me the more 
strongly of my own ugly gropings and loose ends, and of 
EneLuoVeGimiadponceahadtand whatms hadgdoneitoarteee was 
afraid of them suddenly finding. me out and recoiling, 
ashamed of myself before this display of everything I 
valued and knew myself proven unfit for. Even the girl 
did not enter the stockof my jaded fantasies. Her small 
round breasts, firm slender legs, thighs and stomach, 
delicate face, long smooth hair, she was as beautiful as 
any girl I had seen, but with a distance that put her as 
far from mind as a figure in a painting. She simply and 
perfectly was, and her man with her, inconceivable except 
in the cool civilized world they created by being. I 
loved them both and feared them and shut myself away. 

On my landing, to complete the house, we had the 
polite morose student and one empty room to which an 


occasional nights footsteps and two male voices would 
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come and play tunes on the bedsprings. A couple of queers, 
that was all we needed. And, of course, the peculiar 
nervy silent handsome unstable rowdy arrogant ugly irrit- 
able failed fucked and finished amateur human being and 
sometime professional musician in number seven. And in a 
big gloomy room downstairs at the back the landlady 
squatted with her cats and her television set and her 
murdered husband's deathmask, and gave the dustmen a glass 
of champagne because it was Christmas. In a slick farce 
it would all have been a riot, in reality the plot obstin- 
ately refused to jell, people refused to step out from 
behind their image, and when I passed back through the 
Piving Loom Cupidewac stelle tiying tO get 01s 1t¢enmg lips 
to Psyche and her furry brassiere was still fast asleep. 

But Christmas it was, ready or not, and resilient 
Old habits had me thinking once again about trains and 
planes, when it occurred to me that there was no reason 
for me to move and that the sham gaiety of yuletide with 
my Old friends would be more than I could face. The 
house gradually emptied as the student and the happy pair 
and 2 respected female took themselves off to their 
various holiday homes. Even the pretty boys across the 
way did not come any more, or if they did it was some- 
where else. Alone I kept the house company, solitary and 
still as a fish in a block of ice. I lasted out a fort- 
night that way, company for loose windows and the dripping 


cistern on the landing outside my door. It was an 
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incredibly bodiless ee neither pleasant nor un- 
pleasant. It had as few.qualities as a glass of cold 
water, and those the same. 

And then one morning I became aware over my 
boiled egg that someone was playing a guitar in the next 
room. People had returned, a new year was about to begin 
or, for all I knew, had already done so. I'd grown so 
nsed to the silence that. this intrusion anto at shook me 
up. Not that I had any more idea than ever as to what I 
WanLed to CO or how tog set about 10,0 butethes thought of 
wasting away the new year in the same way as I had the 
last months of the old grew suddenly unbearable. I was 
not going through that again. Suffused with a delightful 
sense of purpose, tote the weaker for having no positive 
All Went, mactually caught a bus! to the station. Thad 
enough money for a plane ticket home and at the airport 
DebOuGhtea Seaton thessiioterlignt, feeling utterly 
lunatic but not really caring any more. What was I going 
LOmGOes lake sasnOliday a: toldpmyselt. §What you need as 
eamcoOdgLesto ss Ll wouldsbes returning, (oO, town of, course, but 
fresh and keen woul om clear ideas; formulated in, the 
free atmosphere of people I liked. I was obviously suffer- 
ing from a mental freeze, the inertia of habit. What you 
Meed as to get things in perspective, take the long view. 
I took a long view of the cloud ranges, the shuddering 
slide through them, and then, toned in greens and blacks 


that are only variations on the basic grey, the handful 
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Ofscountry Mmepped with roads. and tiny fields.. Its 
from all that intimacy of a close landscape I have come 
out to go lost and crying on this sprawling upland whose 
eyelash is.thevhorirzon. 

People were pleased but not unduly surprised to 
see me, having grown used to my appearing at odd times. 
I decided I would stay the week, but borrowed some money 
and booked my flight home first, for I am useless at 
calculating expenditure and I had no wish to be stuck 
there indefinitely. It was to be a brief and undemanding 
break. I visited my friends, increased my alcohol intake 
and made all the gestures that a lifetime of familiarity 
with a place prompts at every street corner. I suppose 
beneath all my rationalizations about perspective and clear 
thinking there was simply a hope that the country would 
bull otr the stra ckeas teed ealways .done,~would Grantieme 
a reprieve. For by some combination of old acquaintance 
not forgot and my own change in the interim, I had never 
visited the place without it producing a surprise I had 
never guessed at, turning the old design inside out and 
See, me a possibility I had overlooked. True it had 
failed me in the summer, but with most of my friends away 
and I preoccupied with my own affairs it had no material 
Saw LC EcOmWOLK wel wased.LvV ind. ib. anochermichance:.and, 
beautifully, impossibly, itacanewO. ie elacastad: TOrenocLhing 


less than a miracle, having pleaded in vain for a clue, 
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and it came so easily and unceremoniously that a moment 
afterwards it was as if everything had been announcing 
ih 

A couple of days before I was due to leave one 
of my friends told me about a soak they were having, and 
off I went. And there she was, corderoy skirted and 
silk bloused, a year older by a’ time of no’ importance, 
exactly as I had seen her a year ago and fallen in love 
with ner, and fell strarght back without™a word spoken. 
It was as if a sign of prohibition painted on a board 
had been wiped clean with a damp sponge. I remembered 
nothing but the mystery, the love, the hope and possibil- 
fey sew Up air ner somal ecigure. she "spi rat levclewas 
pretty low by the time I arrived and most of the party 
dcunke ~ I "rinsed out areglass winch “the Tastsom the vodka 
and suggested the pub. Motion passed on a show of feet. 
So seamless was the splice between that year and this 
that I started to worry in case the barman, who had 
thrown us out then when someone challenged me to a duel 
with empty beer bottles, would not let us in. I finally 
ceased to have any doubts when he in fact took one look 
at us and shook his head. Voices were raised and I 
began to fear that we were in for a heavy evening with 
that general Aecbene Hng@ ns Gl NES aha see Gresochak Tnbercourse 
which I so much advise | NOe@=that@itemattered, I was 


invincible and ineffable, which was just as well for the 
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word was flying freely. She glanced at me and winked 
solemnly. I produced my comiest old boy accent and the 
paper notes that make it valid anywhere in the common 
wealth and suggested a few bottles to take out for con- 
sumption off the premises, failing which it would hardly 
pe possible to restrain my companions from acts of mayhem 
possibly amounting to civil commotion which might well 
have the effect of lowering the value of said premises by 
several hundred of the said notes at present readily con- 
vertible into wine beer and do not let us forget spirits. 
Faced with the unassailable logic of hard cash he dis- 
appeared and returned with botthessclinking. aslonly bottles 
can. We turned back along the milky way we had come. I 
took her arm to-prevent her being run over by flying 
saucers or swimming cups or mugs driving home as plast- 
ered with despair as I was with happiness and release 
when she took and held my arm and leant on me and crabbed 
down. to my hand with her own. And so we walked along the 
ice pooled pavement to the house. 

Inside in the room the cancan was in progress. 
We ee Op Gaetsorawande lL eproducedyassmal ls bottle 
concealed in the pouch where we kangaroos keep our rum. 
A girl swung stark naked from the chandelier and remarked 
that she was to be queen of the night mother, she was to 
be queen of the night. We sat together and watched the 
hooliganism and lack of restraint without which people 


today do not seem to feel they are getting their money's 
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worth. In any normal situation with a girl I would have 
been thinking of time and opportunity and the present mom- 
ent slapping my face awake as a gust packed gale at sea, 
Buc with her these things meant nothing. “There was 
Urecerallyenoriing to do, except Kiss “the queer Dent 

mouth she carried like an open wound. I kissed it and 
she put her arm around me and held me. I suppose it is 
not really such a marvellous thing uneks one person should 
ask “atfection from*another and get 4£t, but it "seems so” to 
me and always will. So simple a gesture as an unprompted 
touch or spontaneous glance makes my breath cease as 
though I had seen a corpse get up and dance. There were 
hundreds of them, doing a gigue, and all dead from the 
roots of their hair up. -A bloke I knew was having a box- 
ing match with the wall, taking it all out on what would 
MOU nit back. “A Loose nail precipitated the monarch of 
the glen complete with gilt frame some four feet sheer and 
the game bugger went down, his cheek gored by an ancier. 

I kissed her again. The past is dead sang a choir of 
castrated mormons in five part harmony. A man in the bog, 
tastefully converted from the scullery sink by the imagin- 
ative daring of the assembled bladders, claimed that it 
was old and it was beautiful and could slash by far the 
more. And as the sink Pasewrarty overflowed into the 
potato and aha ER VAM IOS I could only agree. I went back 


and she was still there, there and still and large as the 


— 
nf é 
- 
. 
= 
= + 
- - - 3 . 
« 
' ‘ ry 
é P y 
4 - 
boll 
- ~ = a. re ta + 
rst 
a ~ ~ Jha \ 
nm - ° ’ ~ é ff’ ~ 
: Nea G 3 


roxd Hs fr bos .abito «pbb mand To. ebsxbhitn 


ae t aids’ ydpried risa’ te evoor 
. ; ’ - : ry AK) 
Rho ganw wo tree Loe shh gaia | lew odd’ Adiw ‘Ans 
40 Mcsacom ent fete ripstig' tise: Sesh; ‘® “dost 220 si 
— ; eh le - as 


bie: to9ete- ton ee Bae Cy se ia 
“Re Loatti> Te ve. baa ‘sebitp: ore ‘ 
is *fots 6 jor; ee aie a 


; .Ped*s tm ae i: 7a 
cities ‘sil a hea: 
(at oon ves a * 


\s 


is _~ S 


er oe 
Ase 


| 
Pine 
MS 












292 
life to which she had given birth. We went out through 
ine eennelImof hengncoatseto they i ronts doors: i 4t. wassvery 
Coldeandshbare outside. gSheshad to catch the last bus 
back) to the cityeyel wanted with hereatethe;stop, telling 
her «hat @i had= toycogthesnext Wdeysat Sheynoddedjasiatyshe 
becdenmotpheard., tile knewishesrelt ast la didrethatisince) the 
design was clear the details’ did not really matter. It 
did nothworrysme, aWetsitood;- end when the bus; camend 
touched her chill face and she got in and waved, it was 
aliprights 

Back at the rave partners were changing and 
withers being wrung, images getting bent and nightmares 
coming true. I sat replete and relaxed in a chair, 
finishing off a_bottle of wine and thinking how utterly 
silly it was of people to be unhappy and try and force 
things when all the best came of their own accord. I got 
up and offered this gem of wisdom to the elastoplastered 
boxer who was now attacking the wall with a broomstick. 
Old brooms won't sweep clean, I told him, but witches 
ride them and a witty witch is a joy forever, which witty 
witch you ask or would if you were not stoned out of your 
tiny mind, to which I reply and wouldn't unless I was too 
ube ore tines the twist chelquestion;ewhichs is?oeHe howled 
sadly and collapsed over a wicker laundry basket. Is 
the present an imaginative collage which can only be 
constructed from the litter of the past, I demanded of 


the two people still on their feet. He climbed the 
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ladder in her nylons and disappeared from view. I drew 
the curtains, unscrewed the light bulb, crawled beneath 
the table and went to sleep. 

She appeared late in the afternoon of the follow- 
ing day; “silent and subdued. We sat .out the dulling 
Hours valone im the Geeta troomi-lit. dafivetand Stried eto 
tell her a little about myself and to find out*‘about her, 
about whom I knew next to nothing and yet everything that 
mattered. We talked quietly until it was dark, always 
skirting the deep water which hides anything for everyone 
and where words cease to mean, the depths for which the 
most one can do in conversation is acknowledge their ex- 
istence by gracefully avoiding them. And how rare is 
that ability etolteindssomecne who does @nottecither ignore 
the big @questions “oretry *towdrag them anto words; which 
only makes the words sound silly. She had that Gi ciayand 
Wovoulidenave elovedmnererocethat valone, if I “had weeded *to 
choose. But there were never any choices with her, no 
plans and no excuses. We happened. Someone called 
dinner and we went down and grubbed our way through it. 
It struck me then, exposed to others, how fragile a bond 
ours was, and that fragility dna the overpowering tender- 
ness it awoke in me for its perfect image, her slight and 
vulnerable body, is the only truly human feeling I can 
remember her arousing in me. 

I said goodbye all round and walked with her to 


the station. We sat together in the drab and banging 
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train a journey whose time I spent tasting her mouth and 
searching her hard eyes and the face that was so poor a 
counterfeit of her spirit. She was sad and living her 
Sadness as she did everything, completely. For myself 
all Ggepression was, held at a distance by the generation 
of movement in my directed mind. I had found the Pe eice 
tive I longed for, or rather been given it back, and in 
thes person af an oldJlove 2 bac thoughts loststo the other 
Side. of the screen. .-Whatsel scruggledgand sweated. lolscave 
with. you was,gone, and as if in return 1 was grantedsa 
rebirth. had never. hoped for, the startled suritacing of 
aspiece of my life I had thought dead jas the days gone 
by. 

At the stationuweskiscseduand left for our, differ— 
ent buses. I watched her out of sight, knowing she would 
not turn and wave as certainly as if she were already 
gone and I reviewing my memory of her. I took by bag and 
started for the bus. 

Bockuin Cowie beLOOkstpetiesold routine, out with 
an aim that made it more than that. The town could not 
omen Me wnow withezts disinterest, 1 was centrally 
heated with a knowledge it lacked. I supposed I had 
found the love of my life. Not that I took anything much 
for granted, but it seemed impossible that so Mslenanl ete b os) 
and yet unpremeditated a gesture could have been made in 
vain. And the letters began again, as strange and com- 


pelling as before, the same fierce style of mind that took 
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ove and water -and. fired them together “to make mercury, 
the element in which we moved. Her letters were the 
montage of a life being lived, never just the debris of 

a tired mind, and they awoke mine and made me see again, 
not with her eyes but my own. I sent back screeds of 
writing torn from my week as easily as wallpaper from old 
Plaster. = Aboucstheslucurere enough; sone remained as tent- 
ative as ever. To her it was an enchanted place where 
only some essence survived and was made free, one could 
not imagine it without having been burnt through to > 
Her sight was not yet tired with seeing tomorrows all 
debased into just another day, her time was revolution 
and her future a vision apart. I had my future too, for 
dreaming of, but in life I wanted some more tangible an> 
surance against the risks of loneliness and selt 26 This 
she quite rightilyyteltsunabler to provide. A year before 
I would not have cared, for I knew as well as she that 
neither of us could meaningfully say anything about the 
future when we were both as unstable as heavy water, when 
it was this instability itself which lent our exchanges. 
their unlikely power. But the long uncertainty and des- 
peration of my autumn love for you had broken me for the 
present, perhaps for ever, I was no longer able to risk. 
From the moment that became Et aa? aliemyeolvd ears Of 
helplessness at the end of a Chali Ol) Cred slectters 


returned, confirmed by the curious echo of your hand- 
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writing I noticed in her own open scrawl. 

TE=oceurred*to me then, "out walking one”™day in 
thevcurdling dusk7Uthat I had™no real reason to remain in 
this town, and every reason in love of her to leave and 
be with her where any change would at least be visible, 
where I would be part of the living organism, to adapt 
and influence as the need arose. The thought of suffering 
again the impotent shock of loss by letter already made 
me hesitate before opening each one she sent. But there 
were no nasty surprises there, she seemed to welcome the 
mdea "et ®my returning “to*live near=her7 returning home for 
goode™ L@cannoterecal her swords 7 sony =the easing In my 
whole body when she spent half a letter planning the things 
we could do together and generally making clear that she 
did not agree with the view everyone else seemed to hold, 
epatvivwas all right in=small”“doses but otherwise a bit 
Of avdrag “to be with. 

Meenougie beetle over vas "seriously sas i am Ccap— 
able of thinking about Something I have already decided. 
Certainly I did not want to leave town. I was beginning 
to enjoy the sieeve and original freedom of my life here, 
while on a lower level I knew how long it would take me 
to get organized again. Here it was all neatly arranged, 
the teaching and piano “lessons which brougie in My 
occasional quids, aieodn to keep me in food and tobacco 


and pay the ridiculously low rent for the room I had grown 
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Bee 
not JtoP®ndtice in hneeitrourewaycs NOusdicd Typartichilarly 
leoketenward toelivingsatehomenfullatime; imuchhascl 
enjoyed bivouacking there from time to time. But what 
was all this but sinful lazyness and timidity, a mean 
concept of life? It was obvious where my positive was 
and wrthout’ thatethe! routine, howevers comfortable; swas 
bound to wear thin and transparent again. In any case 
who but she had enabled me to see myself, to know whether 
I liked or disliked the place?. It was she who had given 
me back myself and the town, and since she could not join 
meethnereinl shouldihave tol gobtobherjkwherevermshelwas -eya 
needed® to® put some) body backoainsmysdifesuc And, of ‘course 
there was that too, though desire had only ever been a 
poor relation of my impulse towards her. Anyway, all this 
was merely a colourful parade of possible points of view. 
In my mind the ticket was already bought and I might just 
as well realize that fact. 

Onet fimaleletverswivwrotel, to: make muitexsuxe «he 
understood what I was doing, that there could be no hidden 
steps Left to terip Wis. 1 arranged the day I would arrive 
and sata hemcto. be; aneatitthe: tame Tee eer captured 
me ,-breathléss, 2inging “the «doorbell; of her high and 
windy house. She replied with love, with desire, with 
wit and with wonder. It was all I needed to convince 
myself and the morbid landlady that I would no longer be 
needing the room. She murmured mumbles and enveloped the 


money I gave her in her purse shaped paw. Her strangled 
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gigolo grinned inanely from his plastic frame, the cat 
sneezed and blew its nose into a large linen handkerchief, 
the student nodded and played another flattened chord, 
the model girl from the room below whom I met coming up 
the stairs with her shopping bag stopped and slackened 
her perfecet face with a slight sadness. And I wished we 
lived in a world where I could have kissed her before 
leaving as naturally and unremarkably as I said goodbye. 
Is it my fault I find all women wonderful, however clever 
or stupid they are, with a beauty that stands outside them- 
selves and a constant ability to make small gestures that 
strike me as absolutely graceful and touching? Why should 
this given admiration have to be confused with the quite 
different climate of love, where I want everything and 
WEblenots bDesgontenu withewnat ea girl can call her own? 
Since I could not face leaving my room and the town 
all at once I spent the last night with my friends in 
their house behind the downs. I was too excited to sleep 
Wolly menomaetenr amUONGeighitLe OL COSSiINGeand swisting in 
my hot bed I went out about dawn for a walk on the downs. 
Then aeeer breakfast we drove to the station and I caught 
a train to the airport and some time later found myself, 
not altogether believing, standing with my bag on the same 
forecourt from which I had watched her disappear a month 
before. I hoisted my bag into the left luggage and 
stepped out into the greasy streets. It was a dull wet 


abternoon, the latest in a history of low skies and blind 
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Migiteeneat has worn the city into its mood of resignation. 
Waiting opposite the city hall with its lines of pigeons 
adding their icing to the heavy stonework, standing there 
for the bus I gazed round at the familiar skyline. Some- 
how it was all too easy, too quick. Only that morning I 
had been walking the downs, wind whittled to a shard of 
bone, and it was still that air I was breathing, that whole 
light my eyes were tuned to. I saw the city as a tourist, 
it remained vague and inaccessible, with none of the 
weight, the mass I had come to fill myself with. But 
that could wait. I was very tired after my restive night 
and the journey, and thought how marvellous it was that 
just when I was feeble and helpless I dtnici put myself 
in the only hands I knew could be trusted to feel me 
gently and not ask questions. 

The Matter Of Lact bus appeared and trundled me 
Slowly up the forked streets, up the hillside. I got out, 
trembling from more than exhaustion as I walked over the 
pitted cobblestones, trembling with the charge of emotion 
about to be unloosed..- Oh her soft-mouth,. her voice as 
raw with experience as my own. I crossed the road and 
WenwmUDe tue steps toecie Dlue door, rang the bell. She 
appeared, smaller than I remembered. Her face tight. 
What kept you? she said peevishly, you're nearly an hour 
late. 


Sheer shock kept me silent for a moment, then 
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mumblings took over. Sorry. My eyes pawed her face 
frantically... A qoke ofesome kind? She stood prim and 
unamused pe the wnat. wlarealized.then how very weary 1 
was; that whatever the proper reaction to all this was I 
Wasenourgaing fo mindait,.and thet it oid not really 
matter because everything was all right, had to be all 
right really. But then meeting someone face to face a Det 
a long separation. is not the easiest thing to jopmalgrep AG bare y 
rather like the old western stunt of changing horses at 
the gallop, you need a fair amount of cooperation between 
the horses. Why was she, normally so sensitive to hangups 
of any kind, apparently going out of her way to make yh 
hard for us to be natural? I had no wit left to decide 
or even properly pose the question. All I knew was that 
I was defenceless and silly, and since I could not rise to 
any thought I could only admit everything and anything 
and throw myself completely on her mercy and love. ALLe7 = 
wards of course I flayed myself for this, for she was the 
kind of bitch who only hits weakness the harder. When I 
considered the unjust cruelty I took that evening without 
retaliation, when I thought of the openings I had let 
pass and all the battery of sarcasm encecunningd felere 
unused in the one instance when it would have been wholly 
justified, then I could only curse and gnash my teeth 
Pike va oS tage villain foiled again. I was an hour late. 

I had come three hundred miles to be with her, eke a was 


Bn hour late. I had thrown up my life in town and 
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returned to be ett hew,epuc LL wasean hour late. I was 
em nour Tate. Lf °l had had my wits about me I should have 
Brappec her face for that and left then and there, if I 
Mec moc chnougity that. words stili= meant something, if I 
had not been so tender for a love I had already lost that 
I°was afraid to.raise my voice to her, so utterly worn 
out and beat up that she could have taken out my letters 
and-read them back to me ana paxrcdy voice and salle 
would have been able to do would be to sit there and cry. 
As it was, that was about the only abasement I managed to 
avoid. 

She strode the room, remarking that she had been 
sitting waiting for ages and ages and wondering where I 
nade got. to. Meredded.) Well, here, 1 am, ~i said. © But £ 
knew it was no use, it was not me she wanted but an excuse 
EOwbesnasty.. 1 pointed out that she had apparently 
cleared the house of parents and siblings, though in fact 
the general assembly of the presbyterian church could 
have gathered there for all the use we were making of it. 
SulLence. sl etried«ea smile, laugh it off. sShe regarded 
me like a sunday school teacher faced with an indecent 
exposure. With a last effort before stalling my brain 
turned up the idea of contact, of body, all this wordy 
nonsense is the trouble. I Worea iy eccinsmeit tives archie— 
typal gesture. She stared at me. Come here, I groaned, 


at the thought of touching her woollen sweater. She shook 
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her head. I took a moment to think about that. Why not? 
Tuden't want to... Well, that.seemed logical enough. , .Far 
beat from me.to press my borrible slobbering self on 
anyone... We sat and stared at each other. The fire burned. 
That's a great fire you have there, I said in a friendly 
way. Silence. I looked at her. She nodded. It was a 
Great tire. . ses, ) sdid,strying, to push Ch seins ancy. 
into farce, she must laugh now and be human again, yes sir 
there's no denying that. She smiled thinly, at a bad 
joke. Which it was. Silence, oh long pause. You're not 
Geingevery nelotul) glesaic. oie wobrugged et spindly 
shoulders. -1 told her about how.tired I felt, the jour] 
ney, the sleeplessness, she had to understand and be 
gentle if I seemed stupid, I wasn't really with atte 

That's all right, she said. To plug up the aching Sol 
ence I told her about my life in town, trying to spark 

off the letters lying in her memory, and about one sheer 
day I had spent walking over a lonely part of the downs, 
in those unnatural hollows where you are quite alone, 
doused in a vast silence. She started talking herself 
then, on this neutral level. She had been driving back 
from a party with some friend of hers, a poet she said, 
and they were going very fast, it seemed they would melt 
into the airstream, were being shaped by it as pebbles 
Pymeie tide... | snatched at this and tried to say why my 
Gh inG, Peeoeen different. Yes, she interrupted, you were 


standing still and we were going fast, perhaps that's the 
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difference. Like everything she said that night, very 
clear and premeditated and tart. A punch in every line, 
and most of them low. Perhaps it was, I said with a 
feebitel attemptratwan aimonical grin. She leered at me. 

Why did you ask me to come home, I said, if you were going 
tonbes like ithivs ?r a Dor tvou Husituedl ike; aving.power, over 
people? Said what, she bit out. In your last letter you 
said you loved me and wanted me to come home, remember? 
That was last week, she said. I should have laughed, but 
it did not seem very funny then. But look, for Christ's 
sake, if you say a thing people assume you mean if Ee aes 
stupid that way I know but all the same. Oh, grow jp; she 
said in a weary way, standing, people change, Just because 
I said a thing last week I can't know what I'm efouy her ee) 

be tomorrow. True. Well you should, I stuttered, I mean 
one's got to, somehow. One has, has one, she mimicked. 
Well I don't. Silence. Then you're no better than a 
Sadvuse Ob said; Othermwisegyou couldn't behave like this 

to me when you know what I feel about you and when I'm all 
Wenger. and everything. Silence. Alittle vicious 
sadist. And it struck somewhere, for she almost shouted, 
shut up. Why the word worried her I don't know, and by 
then did not greatly care. I may be slow in these matters, 
andiwasonot at mysbest) that night, buteesyeonal can sec.the 
OoVLCuseLs) Lens itil to take my eyes out. No wonder she 


found my weakness infuriating, when she had purposely 
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screwedrherself upntetbevas cutting. as. possible; to get 
the point across in the shortest and least painful way. 
And then to have to keep it up while elephantitis lumbers 
around sniffing the air. 

She went to answer the telephone, and in her ab- 
sence the room reverted to its usual dimensions and I was 
left in a large, quietly expensive lounge, being nibbled 
at by a smart little overgrown and underdeveloped girlie 
who was evidently bored with me, not even angry, just 
boredsiy Lherehwasijno wayylecouldyreachtheuselishe heidgall 
the cards, including the joker of suprise, and even using 
them as crudely as she did she had always the walls of 
silence within which .to hide... I knew she was used to 
people being unpleasant to her and simply bricked herself 
up in that silence and shut them out. I was now, for what- 
ever reason, on the outside of the barrier within which 
she cultivated the subtle growths of her imagination. No 
amount of noise or confusion would ever have reached her 
there, after a childhood spent hoarding and secreting. 
The only thing that did worry her, that could touch her 
in there where she kept herself from me that night, was 
the thought that she had presented her image badly. For 
thas@meant thatt They couldvnotsbeysecurely blamed) for 
being too stupid or selfish to understand her, it meant 
that she might be Soa and the pain she caused become 


her responsibility. And once after she had come out with 
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some, pPartircularbywmiastyegeb and ")*could think of ‘nothing 
to reply, the silence left her to her own voices, the 
only ones to which she ever listened. And she started 
EOVStutteHrand iqvabliat wordsrin “ani attempt to qualify, 
almost begging me to understand that she had not meant 
quite that, to bury it with more words. For she defended 
herself with dramatic presentations of herself, and as 
long as these accurately traced the person. she had decided 
cose Chenwothen’ peoplescoudias gomtopyned) Meio with? their 
whining and shouting they only proved themselves silly 
and weak, unworthy of her. If they could not understand 
her image they were stupid, if they could not accept it 
they were feeble. She never blurred the edges of this 
premeditated personality except in error, and went to bed 
promising herself to be clearer and even less ambiguous on 
the morrow. In love she presented herself as a girl in 
love; owhensshe ceased to love she did it utterly, throwing 
away that version of herself like an old dress. She did 
not change as others do, a new figure on the old ground, 
she was converted and saw the light and was born again. 
Onlvernaner Lettersacouldishe afford@tombreathe freely, 
only in that more perfect medium where what we say goes 
and there is nothing to give us away could she allow her- 
sebieroslave, tOsbheetulbeexcent. 

I figured all this out in the following few days, 


having leét hershouse*that evening too battered to under- 
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Btanag and too tired towcare. I=was sick of her; made 
ster oy this abrupt conversion Oo. the Most Sensitive 
person I knew into’ the coldest and most banal. IT am not 
confusing what she did with how she did it, nor Gove 
think that ceasing to love me is a mark of banality. 

But when a fine and lively person chooses to live by 
iivencea cules it VWs not Just me Thatesurrers  pULeevery— 
thing and everybody. And although I had some bad days 
when I remembered the girl who had given me so much of 
eee ote and wondered ee IT had done wrong, the manner 
of her telling me she did not want me any longer made ch 
easier for me to feel the same about her, and by the time 
she finally showed up again a week later, prompted by God 
knows what stirrings of duty or curiosity, I found to my 
surprise that my emotions had healed again “and "tne =strong= 
est feeling I had for this awkward and embarrassed child 
was for the injury she was doing herself and the te bere 
Hac glimpsed within her. ‘Certainly ot would have liked her 
to realize just what she had done to me, but there was 
noting Lb could do "to reach her. =f could now make=ner 
suffer as I had, that will be for someone else. But 
somewhere the trap is waiting just the same, for luckily 
there is quite enough pain in the Wor foto give everyone 
Aetatr siare. “sO perliaps Per ass wugeLce -OLnea sOLrtyp ore 
only because the injustice is complete. 


For a few months I tried to make sense of my life 
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now that the sense had again been removed. But it did 
not work, and one evening I wandered back to the boat, 
back to this empty town. It is winter now, and the nine 
months between have given life to nothing but these pages. 
Thereswouldebesnospoant antrecadiang thats time, foral 
have done as little as I did when you let me down, and 
without even the ascetic shimmer of those parched weeks. 
I muddle along in a quieter way now, my coat of arms a 
fat man in a bath of water no longer really warm, mean- 
ing in a vague way to get out and dry himself, knowing 
how much more pleasant it would be to be dressed and dry, 
but lying there all the same in the grey tepid water and 
the white bath fringed with a strip of scum. The pajamas 
Letookeoftttorsvouenave hLongfsanmcersplitaattthe crotch; but 
I go every night to the same cold bed and the absence from 
my Side, the abscess in my side, is yous. Ata party 
somewhere, I forget, I met a girl who took me home and, 
road, -street, house, £loor;, it was-thevroom Lushared with 
VOuUrsiat Gurstisouing, sbesoresei them offusawastborns sit 
was like stepping back into a photograph, for rooms do 
not acne nteeusSaweswne aneatvckle andefind) their icon- 
stancy an embarrassment, like a lover one no longer wants. 
But though I go there and work odd evenings, and she 
comes to make my bed at weekends, it is not that I lack. 
Something much deeper must igo before I secan"even see ‘her 
and know whether or not. Imlike her. sAt .present she is 


only an unpaid companion, I can't even say off hand what 
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cCoreoum her eyes are. 

ervoueGy, alcwoukm atha cont distant Aight an 
the darkness it disappears altogether, sucked out by 
your too intense concentration. It will appear only to 
tiewever that 1s content nou to see it? Clearly) to sense 
Porratnien than study at. "And this’ is what 2 want to do 
wathe you, not to" descripe you OL explicate Chey MOLi ves: of 
our life as though it was a clever play, but simply to 
affirm the sense I have of you. 

Once upon a time it was easier. Then I would 
simply have considered as many aspects of the matter as 
TI could, ana then chosen one of them as the true explana-— 
tion, aseit that effected some’ delineation in’ life. For 
example, it occurred to me afterwards that this was the 
free times1n your lafe that you had™been left rather 
than doing the leaving, and I wondered to what extent 
that had contributed to your terrible shellshocked calm 
during those weeks. Was the difficulty not so much an 
unbroken belief in my affection as a refusal of your self- 
esteem to accept that I could reject you? And of course 
there is much to support this view. There always is. 
One of my thoughts at the time was of the way you had 
always sneered gently at my attempts to get off with 
other women. Which were admittedly pretty feeble, for I 
was an amateur in the routines I have since had to learn 


the hard way, but to my small and easily hurt ears oe 
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often sounded as though you were daring me to succeed 

in attracting anyone else, as though you were doing me 
ecavour in, Jaking me. Thatowastnot;true of course, 1 
know, I think I know you never meant any such thing, as 
your beautiful and utterly tender words of pride and 
happiness in me so often showed me, not really believing 
the good I heard. But one of the ideas which hardened 

me when we came to it at last was this, that you did not 
really believe I would have the guts to go through with 
it, that I was too lazy and timid to finally dismiss 

yOu. «ANd Gt was this that kept me from any. possibility 
of returning to you, the break made. So perhaps Chis aus 
after all a fuss about nothing. Just the cold squabble 
of two people matching their pride alone and it alone hurt. 
Perhaps this is why you lost interest in me as soon as I 
confessed that I had loved you all along, ae you replied 
smugly. that you had never really believed otherwise, 
because it was intolerable that anyone should look at 
you and then turn to someone else. Leuthnatett ce ebul, che 
light has disappeared, this is not you and I that I am 
talking about but two people who acted as we acted. The 
more I think about it the more it all means and the less 
it all matters. It.is a mystery the deeper for offering 
too many solutions. But as soon as I turn in disgust from 
Mv ereaconing et nerc sit 1s again, and all 1 can do is 


present it.in the form it has assumed in my life, rightly 
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or wrongly. 

To understand everything is not to pardon every- 
thing but to condemn oneself and suffer, and know that 
this will not make the slightest difference next time. 
WercomotwacthentIsketch tas we Ehink MbwUeein Gsituetvon, 
and situations come one by one and are never repeated. 
ff we truly learnt: from tour mistakes: then’ they could no 
longer rub us as they do, our remorse would be spent 
towards a better self, beyond ourselves. But as we do 
not we can only reflect and weep in silence, in transience 
and isolation. The most our experience will do for us is 
make us more cautious, limit our ambition by revealing 
the extent of possible unhappiness. If ever again, after 
living elorsisome=tame/ withwat gar ie and\'then being actracted 
to someone else, I thought to leave her, Aeinang Ova Let 
Haves noughia and tfelt Gne thaseatrainecouldtever Help me 
Out soc hows comla\i6 bebe umetiity applied vto ‘that’ new 
scene? It would still be me who. would have to decide 
wha tawase CeleVante andewhiatenot,s andunoy potted* lessons 
preserved fromethetpast couldehelpymetthere.©* Infact’ 1 
would think more than twice about leaving her, but only 
because I know now the risks involved, and quite likely 
iesiouldesayymah ves, ebutwantthisecaseyewith this girl, 
nothing can go wrong. Textbook ethics are only of use 
to people with eoncoook minds, who worry out the implica- 


Pions-of notepaying the bus “conductor. 
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Nor Can f spruce this up 1nto’an "envor by ~con- 
cluding that I have at least learnt never again to treat 
anyone as I treated you. Certainly I will never treat 
anyone like that; for the simple” reason that “1 will never 
meet anyone, never fall ti love with anyone. i shall 
meet and tall in fove with particular people in particuq 
lar places, and I know damn fine that if one of them be- 
comes an object in the way I see then I shall walk all 
over her, and suffer for it afterwards, and still be 
exactly where I am now and always will be. hike -L1cror 
not we cannot see others as whole people all the time. 

The prime minister or shop assistant exists less than the 
person we love, but when our love Tires" Chae ee ts Olmn0 
longer exists at—all,*except as a pain in the neck. There 
is no theory to be got from this, for TneciTeouy aie 

crimes reduce to this one selection and Choice, and the 
man who cares for his old mother more than all the world 
Gs one with the soldier who got fourteen of them with 

one burst, you who are gentle to your wife while she is 
floppy and pregnant are the echo and shadow of the mer- 
cenary who ties up the native Git) tOwdeulecspy. lel ankles 
and brings down the machete between her legs. 

I cannot qualify what I did, seeing it as a moment 
in progression. It is’ an isolated and particular business 
Bnodeeiiaey bat 1. Om SEhyathioubsts it, only makes it absolute. 


Because I cannot undertake to do differently in the 
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future does not mean I judge myself any the easier now, 
only that I despair of my ability to be other than I will 
bew And tthere is anyoone »crime which should be 'pun> 
Hened, fhen-an ty world tiie ities icold dental of tat fection 
to someone who has come to expect it, the sudden reversal 
whwver tledads: tora Bo ae and trembling love being treated as 
an object. When in my anger and pain I called her a 
sadist I was speaking a truth from my own reprisals 
against myself. Not that I believe any cruelty can com- 
pare with that to the body, for while we must alinrace 
the pain of growing and living in a world not made for us 
the infliction of agony is a hideous cheat, exploiting an 
irrelevant infirmity we can do nothing about. We may 
talk and worry our way out of depression but a nail 
driven through the palm is there to stay, and so isthe 
antic hooligan death it drags us to meet, uninvited. 

And yet, in those last clear months I spent alone 
after your letters I had a dream Orme blooded girl Lying 
on a table, and thinking of that I remembered from where 
it had come. One of the things they did in the concentra- 
tion we was to remove the inner sexual organs of girls, 
without. drugs, which were in short supply. And so, 
during those months, it had become Gieartousometparnt of 
me that what I did to you was in one sense a much worse 
thing than that. In one sense only, but one which is so 
much part of me where sheer torturing is not that it means 


more. 
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We lived together for two years, we were very 
close in a number of ways and not so close in others. 

One of the things we shared was a queer sense of humour 
endtanmattectton for therscmall <hings’ ofslrte, the” leap 

of coffee grounds when the seal is broken, the purity of 

a wavetop a moment after the curl folds over, what it is 
tat Gats-ano buses have in» common. Our division of 
people into yogs and cruds, pandas and pseuds, the £crst 
being all those who, like ourselves, seemed in danger one 
beconming=extinct.§ In*both of us=these were the intimate 
signs of a spirit we did not dare admit to the cruds Or 
the world for fear of their steady gaze. It was a playful 
expression of our fascination in the source OLrtsingiiaeand 
Hoy ,ewhichVis®not to be found by” drawing DiccuLe ce ti wt mc 
heavens but by drawing distinctions in the=worlod, now 

you is6xed smooth and tight as you came out of your bath 
and into our bed, the way your nipples changed their 
texture as the perfect touchstones of desire. 

This we shared, this we created in each other by 
loosing it in ourselves. For such vibrations are offici- 
ally amecouraced, we have all been taught mediocrity by 
example since our infant bedrooms with their wallpaper 
tidy without being symmetrical, Colourtiul Dut not’ Too 
exciting. A world comfortable but unanteresting Leaving 
our minds free to concentrate on what we are going to do 


fosicy nead down and’get that Bbotieback. ‘Both of us 
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had somehow preserved through this another scale of 
valuestaltogether, in which two and two are still two, 
in which an earthquake or a marriage are monumentally 
less important than a spinning smoke ring or a door that 
miaows when you open it. But these are not things you 
can talk about, not in front of the blind querying gaze. 
They are like week 7Okes, stated in retelling. “And so 
we kept quiet until, finding the same quirky misalignment 
of sight in each other, we gradually allowed it to seep 
into everything we did, until that became unique too. 

You were always less securely at home in this 
world than I, both in the curse of your family and in 
that wish for a creamy life, rich and thick, which used 
to take you now and then. I know I used to horribly mock 
this wish, love, but in a weird way your body had already. 
done so. For who.was it, when we did eventually go out 
to the cinema or the restaurant, who got tired and felt 
sick and had a headache? Which is why your dreams always 
seemed to me an unreal attempt to deny the mind you had, 
to be a bourgeois as one tries to be a character tna 
novel or a film. . You were too far’ gone in undermining 
life with mind to ever wholly pele in your chosen 
persona, quite apart from the fac een t @notd creativity 
and wit to be good in themselves and any search for a 
mask the gratuitous assumption of a rigor mortis we will 
all have to face soon enough anyway. 


Why I spend so much mind on this, it is the hinge 
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See oluecomrol lows © Poecould ever<believe andesee you 
black on white as a vulgar and ordinary person who simply 
aped the manners of the man you were with, if that made 
amyesense then © could forget all this; for it would be 
yoOmote than a whip I have made to hurt myself. But af 
that is true then my life with you was a hollow joke, and 
it never seemed like a hollow joke. If I am wrong about 
this then I am wrong about everything, and I have to assume 
that Luammnotpveniiferttenteauls imvedeemableglogss and 
destruction. 

People take on the aura of the person they Loves 
and more, discover in themselves that with which the 
other is in unison and which vibrates without any motion 
of the self. It was thus that I awoke in you whole dimen- 
sions you had forgotten about, and which you kept denying, 
knowing too well the dangers of admitting a softness and 
perception which puts one at the mercy of the world and 
of others. In any love affair it is the same, for every 
retreat from indifference is potentially a weapon placed 
in strange hands, and is not the atmosphere of love 
charged with their continuing not to abuse this advantage? 
For us it was, and even more with our astonished realiza-— 
tion that there was someone who did not expect us to 
apologise for what we were, to add to the festering heap 
Crugep kets weaall haere away from ourselves to make the 


silky statue we have in mind. But the marble will keep 
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on spelling itself flesh with sores and growths which 

can only heighten the pile and the stink of it poisoning 
us, not with the serenity of geath we sought but with its 
decay. We found ourselves with a chance to escape all 
that and accept the humanity we were too aware of ever 
tOemgnore, a Chance to help*each other admit themselves 
fully, whiten is all anyone Mas, a right to want. “And that 
Gneance I spoiled, net only in “this-one attain, but, and 
Civeers the cCwist in wyesitckness, Lor ever. Certainly our 
love was folding up in any case, but the expanded view of 
Ourselves we Had won from our trust in Gach other was not 
in question and need never have been touched. If I had 
only been able to treat you at the end with the same 
sympathy that had informed our loving all along, the break 
might have been made and sealed with the juices all quate. 
We could now be thinking of each other, occasionally, at 
odd moments, as a warm glow stowed away in the past, an 
indelible assertion of what was good in our love, and 
there was so much. 

But it was not like that. When I left you I did 
so not as the person who had loved you but as a stranger 
hideously resembling your lover, your me. It was myself 
not me who left you, who hurt you, who played with you, 
who let you cry alone and was bored, who forced you to 
understand what no até should have to understand, that no 


one is to be trusted, that good and evil are but two 
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expressions on the same face. I presented you with this 
incomprehensible fact in the crudest way, and in doing 
that I did something worse than the black uniformed guard 
who burns flesh and tears nerves. For he is simply the 
image of evil, he is evil pure and straight and in his 
very existence affirms the possibility of love and tender- 
ness. But I was that love and I was tender and I was the 
imstrumentyof your.painjeand.in that si madesit impossible 
ever to believe in love or tenderness again, took the 
meaning from such words by turning them out and showing 
them woven from the one piece of human cloth. What I have 
fouled is not only a creation but the very possibility of 
creation in that quiet and intimate vein of loving which 
has its value in being open and without fear. We must be 
able to trust the grass not to give way and the branches 
of trees not to strangle if we are ever to leave the 
house, ever to overcome the voices that warn and whisper 
moderation and restraint. 

Perhaps I am in fact wrong about the consequences. 
Perhaps you have somehow kept your softness anges Lity 
intact, writing me off as a man who smiled and smiled and 
was a villain. Or perhaps the ragged and gaping rent I 
left in your intimate tissue has been healed by the love 
of a tan as sensitive to it as.I was, and whose image is 
too bright in your mind to give the shadow room. Yet 


even supposing all this were so, even supposing the cheap 
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prattle of your last letters was only an index Of your 
disinterest in me and not a sign that the voices had 
taken over, even supposing all this were true, and I do 
not believe it for a moment, even then my crime against 
myself would remain, the image of you sitting in that warm 
sunny airless games room crying into my separate and empty 
silence would remain and will remain for ever, and nothing 
can make that better. We see ourselves living in a dis- 
posable present, roughing out our future, forget eaves ifs! 
are also laying down the past with which, when that 
future blurs and the present goes slack, as it will one 
day for all of us, we are going to have to Ve. Vel Y= 
thing is being taken down and will be used in evidence. 
And that is all. Nevertheless I can see that I 
ame GoingetoOuspin this out a bit yet, just CLOnmakesabsole 
utely sure there is no mistake, to give everyone plenty of 
time to change their minds. What I reallyhate about this 
kind of depression is not so much the pain or the dullness 
as the banality of it, it is so predictable. Everyone is 
happy in his own special way, feeling space in which to 
move and spread, to be most of himself. But depression 
is a lowering of the limit that brings everyone packs tod 
common mean of humanity, an identikit face defined by 
Whiateloielacks, sCOLOUL, movement, STICeENL LOM ee Ln any Case, 
Poets  nOte Jus tea word we Can write and leave and close 


the book. The most perfect and moving accounts orache 
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blues fail in that they nevertheless make them seem as 
tangible and absolute as a cloudy day, a small amount of 
man totally enclosed by gloom. And though we think how 
terrible it must be to have gone through that, in fact 
we rather envy them, these professional sufferers. They 
have in their way the quiet confidence of the skilled 
cabinet maker or navigator, one senses their satisfaction 
in having rejected the petty illusions which other 
people clutch at. No half measures for them, when .Lacy 
sutter they really suffer, all the way, POP tL Se itmpOSs = 
sible to help admiring them, as it is anyone secure in 
Hiseroles E8Ut while 2o may be machi ti cent, 1b ie not 
depressing, not what I call depressing. Perhaps this is 
a fault of my fickle nature, perhaps of their too, stolid 
one. For me despair is what one cannot live Witch ily esl ce 
it is precisely the refusal of despair to be properly 
final that I find so depressing. If I could count on any- 
thing, even on feeling bad, then I could work out some 
game of life by those rules. But the moment my mood is 
known it is no longer mine, it falls like the cartoon 
character who walks off the cliff edge and igeh Tepbbiiee, vetlhak 
Pighteuntil ie realizes that Na he is doing is impos- 
Sipe. and the:second 1 realize I am depressed that is 
an end of my warm immersion in despair, 1£ contracts to 
a hard lump in the corner of the room, where I stare at 
it. However loud I shout, God I'm depressed and how I 


fsaircer, it sounds rather hollow. I cannot at one and the 
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same time be depressed and stand aside from myself to 
recognize the fact and arrange my life around it. 

So really it makes no sense to end the story with 
abtighteseall of ’sadness, though *I don't sce what else I 
can do. The very point is that my depression now is not 
a definition but a continuing suspense. At any moment I 
might meet a girl who would put you out of my mind for 
chemrest iof my ylite’. “But Sat “this momentI “have "not. That 
is what it means. That and the appalling weight of each 
day that passes without any sign of life. For often, 
sometimes anyway, the experience of the day added up to 
more than the sum of its parts, something was created 
fresh and unforseeable in the happening. But there comes 
a time when the event always falls below your expectations, 
or as these numb and expect less, turns out in each case 
exactly equivalent. And, a gambler with the dice running 
against him,what you know is chance and limitless possib- 
ility you know too is determined and foregone conclusion, 
you come to know because you cannot go on being®*disappoint— 
ed. And even with other people, where there seems no 
excuse of bad luck, where it is all your own work, when 
time after time you are not rejected, not accepted, 
when there is no anger, no fear, contempt or amusement, 
no interest. They simply do not want to know you are 
there. And that is a fact the mind is too small for and 
which you have to face and which it is impossible to face, 


that you are alone. And of course you know you are alone, 
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everybody is alone, it's your favourite cliché, but 
however you say the words they do not Contains, the exper= 
ience as words should. It remains just a line, but a 
dull line, a dead truth, even if it were possible to 
face it there would be no point, there is nothing to be 
got in facing it, and how can you face it when you know 
that people have loved you before and may love you again, 
when it is only now that nothing happens, only now, this 
useless intangible inescapable now. 50 you scream ew bah 
Gighntral Lwight Jet me bear at in- Mind) and go on, living, 
I take the point, there's no need to rub my face Aneat. 
I know now what it means to be alone and promise never to 
play fast and loose with my affections, again. But of 
poureacmihe re. iis no.one there. youn Voice simply makes the 
air vibrate a little and for a moment, in the echoes of 
that vibration, you almost catch a glimpse Obes thie ViCLlous 
circle in which you are going to have to live. 
Despecatestor mirrors 1 invent sensibility, in 
people who have none, and then suffer the sickness after 
for not having treated them with the contempt they deserve. 
My love, oh how I miss you, miss you love. Just one per— 
son, that's all, and no people. Legonly 1. could believe 
in the hopelessness long enough to see what I must ‘cleky ak 
want to go away from all this, but be able to come back. 
Only I don't want to have to take any more now. I want 
to hibernate. 


A few weeks ago, insa junk shop all shifty furnicure 
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and books no eye will ever read, I bought a novel fora 
shidding ana onjthee®flyleatowritten in’ pencil so hard at 
had marked the title page, I found the following. John B. 
from Catherine, Paris, Summer 1958. The first real poem 
I have read for a long time, and a perfect measure of 
thes feelings SButeittoo Cannot*press gently Venough, put 
Mikesthis 1c@hens, nostalgia, sentimentality, “oheeliithe 

i know, ebuteyouvare=stillothere ,Mmyivulgarity cannot hurt 
you now. You and Catherine and no nonsense John, clearing 
out his unwanted books to make room for a new sideboard. 
So light you are, so unassertive, touching me only as on 
a summer afternoon we may be struck by the shadow of a 
bird flying between us and the sun. And when I think of 
EnewebLrisk MoodeLeset out®in Ithaveltosgigglely*® Py;ewho was 
going to write my way out of every difficulty. Only face 
up to your problems my boy; and the battle is half won. 
Once upon a time there was a man out walking in the 

Ang leuwhienuhewmeteaslionscomingfin=the oppositerdirec— 
tion. Remember the old adage he did not run but faced up 
to it squarely and waited for it to go away. Which it 
did, having eaten him. 

Andesopeleneewithea girlepedaspise, Uthis -lovesot 
the past to which every attempt to leave it is witness, 
and cannot really believe in a present, eiaichistheallth 
nonsénse. Iteis tiipOSkan be and I have failed and must go 
on failing until the day, not long please, when the 


‘senses stir again, when another girl is born, when you 
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call me and I kiss her. 

Certes je ne veux point m'excuser, je me condamne 
plus séverement qu'un autre peut-etre ne “le ferait a ma 
place; mais je puis au moins me rendre ici ce solennel 
témoignage, que je "n Yai Sjamats tagr par "calcul; et «que 
i at Seoujours Ete dirigé par des sentiments vrais et 
naturels. “Comment “se 'fait-il qu'avec ces’ sentiments je 
n’ aie fave si’ longtemps*que mon malheur “et celui ‘des 
aUEres. 

But perhaps after all something will happen. 
Perhaps I'll be knocked down crossing the Place d'Italie. 
The possibilities are endless and I can only imagine 
some version of what I know. Perhaps, perhaps all this 
is only a prelude to a leap from whose farther shore, 
ah Bruck. 

lpronty =f hed not been*born witha ‘talent for 
happiness. The real rot is in having to mope with all 
my good gifts wasted. I‘1ll never be able to despair 
beautifully, with lillies blooming from my arse. 

Why do all these endings sound false, half closed? 
Why can't I make an end, for Christ's sake? 

This may remind you of someone you used to know, 
and I don't mean me. That is if you should ever read it. 
ie certainly: shan’ t put it “in Wes way, which would be a 
gesture of the kind I have always Woauleds WO, Detter you 


Should Happen on it, pick it up at the station and miss a 
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breath. permapseevenvastrarn. Or = better*stilblrib your 
husband or lover were to buy it for your birthday and 
Woipeltaupeinethe richest’ paper. = Yes) Irshouldriirke 
ehace 

And here let me draw a line to my sickness, let 
fo acavmomlane Bellis rvghteqe Gn, Selewanted@eo*spre=1t all 
OuL ato ecpew “ib ltoton Shaper Vopbut wall wirgor was*the 
retching “of Gan empty stomach bigewith gas: This finely 
Whitten. boke smeSsic. § Come on Slovvey push harder for 
NUM OL GaepUusleerPLop. 

hicvastardeath ohMthe Reate? the slong qoodbye. =i 
will not allow my heart to be used as a football. What 
good would sight and hearing do to a creature that cannot 
move itself to or from the objects wherein at a distance 
it perceives good or evil? And would not quickness of 
sensation be an inconvenience to an animal that must lie 
still wherever chance has once placed it, and there 
receive the afflux of colder or warmer, clean or foul, 
water, as it happens to’ come to it? 

Today is sunny, still and bright. I walked back to 
the house alone, my keys jingling a song of sixpence down 
the only street left in this sunday world. And now at 
my window the sun lies on the working sea, on the table, 
on the black veined sheet of paper. The page on a sunny 
day is as the page should beppiae spaces toot bold® forthe 
eye to enter. The words taken remain on the stunned 


retina and only slowly dissolve, their taste remains. 
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It is this foretaste of old age I fear, the sad- 
ness clinging to all my thoughts and at times overwhelming 
them. I tried to escape by leaving town, but the sickness 
fpavelled too.ya¥ouecannot escape Eromsyourself.. And 
this is what frightens me most of all, I man the setting 
of my thoughts about you into Cliché. For while there is 
originality there is still hope, but when the mind can 
only. ishut flecampacks of memories and mutter truisms then 
you are finished. I have not enough imagination to recover 
the past as present, so it slips in undercover of the 
nearest handmedown idea, and all hope of reaching.a, LLULa, 
ela Vin ays. Jone, 

Wait though, there is something I have LOrgOtven, 
someone. I heard recently that she was pregnant, perhaps 
by her fast poet, speeding along velvet roads to the black 
and clanging sea, driving a wedge Tako, then ba likcot slic 
evening air, into her small and shabby loins, to spring 
her a sticky trap. It would be easy tOmLaAvuda aout ollet 
feel kiswanteruiblesweight sin my, lungs. »~l suppose I had 
come to see her as the mythical personage she believed 
herself to be, to whom nothing in a human way could 
happen. And then to fall for the dreariest banality of 
all, all that high endeavour turned to a dirty story. And 
this makes me sad, for I should have liked her to have 
Made it,-even ean she stepped on my face in reaching, 
or perhaps because of 44, eSance both of.,us, had, to suffer 


‘the tearing of her attempt at a better, only to have it 
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all come tumbling down to a level we could perhaps have 
had a shot at ourselves, in the first place. 

Anyway Since she has turned up, just what did my 
tove.lOr herehbave to,cowwith abl this? Where adoes, ibelit 
in? It was never a threat to my life with you, for the 
two touched only within the theoretical unity of my mind. 
Nor were you the starch and she the seasoning. Rather 
you were a complete love of mine, and she a mysterious 
and bewitching element of love. I could never have lived 
With eie@meas wLadid, wiitheyou ~.ouera ther ait al jhadient would 
have borne no relation to the actual experience she gave 
me, it would have been another matter. My love for her 
was a love withheld, a straining towards the future which, 
on arrival, dispersed the tension that made it live. On 
the face of it we broke up the first time because of 
nervousness and the second because she had fallen for 
someone else, but really we never tried to make it work, 
accepted these decisions without question, because with- 
out knowing we knew it had to be so. It was a love dead 
on arrival, to be confounded by any the most loa iglelatant 
Olutcome.=#Her attraction wastintolerable, precisely 
because I could never have her, never be with her, and 
Wien maLnoVisccoLy jeuesiieved,». Lastoundsonlygicommon) flesh 
and small talk, the apparatus of lovewbout no; love there. 

She! hadya ee of brittle beauty that spent most 


of its time being ugly, a face I have known all my life 
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and will no doubt persue down the corridors of other 
features Loriche.rest of Wit, oBbuteexcept i when) thescurrent 
OGEecteat fon; .Ortwi lilanggaututure \antorexistencetby intense 
living now, except when that made her invisible she was 
only what she seemed, a rather ordinary weedy schoolgirl. 
We docked in silence like huge magnets, as if realizing 
that in reality we were both very limited people and did 
not want this commonplace intruding upon the sense of 
infinite possibility whose source we seemed to find in 
each otheue notaassanother personibutwas* a funnel to the 
future. Oh widsacasy torlaughmnow, nbutewhyfdersdera 
limitation of vision that only mistook its goal? Since 
wermustabe scepticalaof ourselves,  letsus suspect) those 
thoughts that are easy or tend to ease, not those that 
aremperhapsecoombiggtortetheizr boots) buteare nevertheless 
constantly in search of an adequate expression in word 
and deed, an expression not too complex for us to con- 
ceive but too simple, so that every attempt is parody, 

an overstatement full of extraneous nonsense. What if 

I fleshed out my dreams in the figure of an impressionable 
dolly, affected and fickle, who seemed at that moment to 
hold the world in her fragile head? What if she played 
her solemn games with me as one piece among many? It is 
thesdancekandanotethe dancer Peet ise beautiiulewatThough 
we were ridiculous a stumbled upon something that was 


note amcorm oGealite that had), form and which we lived as 
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if it had already happened and been sifted in our imagin- 
ations, with all the beauty of recollected time and none 
GOfeine sterility and Geeadness that are its price. I am 
co wingeyow cuat we l1vea, tor a brier time, a lite that 
was not life but memory, and yet not memory but life, 
that we dissolved the impossible barrier between the two, 
life with its unformed depth and memory with its linear 
perspective, and lived in the Hignt and view of both, 
where each moment was already past as we lived it and we 
Ere wLtvying artists of Our own reality. 

Teswas tall "a certain "combination of favours “of 
Course, tie Vong absences, the wealth Of letters, the 
Drver and’ cerined! periods together. ~ But, as a flight of 
birds can deseribe the Shape of the wind, as the finest 
mucsve t@ndicates the outlines’ of Silence, so the pattern 
of our acts banal in themselves defined in the doing, 
before our startled eyes, the shape of a Vee aA Sie) 
Cevecime combination cL favours, the same perhaps as re 
ened me very early the morning I was to return home to 
that brutal awakening, and showed me before it vanished 
the meaning of this piece. I was hot and restless and 
went out for a walk in the cold air just before dawn. 
The sun was already diluting the darkness behind, but on 
Miewmcnank trace that) led up nie face of the downs it was 
dark but for the diffused moonlight. The air was still 


and chilly and the ground white with frost. I climbed 
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slowly, my shoes breaking flakes of mud from Ene ErUcrs. 
All around the swollen downs curved away, smooth as 
bruised flesh. Behind me the sky was light blue with 
the coming sun, but above the stars still struck out 
bright in a deep indigo. I left the track and: climbed 
Straight up the grassy face of the ridge, out of breath, 
spewing vapour into the iced air. And reaching suddenly 
the crest I saw huge in the sky the moon, pale and 
etched with detail, and turning, the sun rising vast and 
messy out of the morning mist, DalDeUlly,y eas oats cay, 
were the first and would always be. And I stood there 

in the freezing stillness, holding a branch of the single 
thorn tree growing on that ridge as a frame for the wind, 
ee the sun and the moon stood in my sky together and in 
their light I stood and wept, too weak an Pact for this 


alternate charge. 




















